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Odes 


Minor Odes 

The Deer and Other Odes 

The Deer 

The bleating deer seems to sing, 

As it nibbles the wormwood green. 

I have renowned guests to salute, 

With music of the lute and flute. 

With music of the flute and lute. 

There are gifts for men of repute. 

My guests have been so kind, so nice; 
They have given me valuable advice. 

The deer is singing songs of bleats, 
Nibbling fresh wormwood in the fields. 

1 have renowned guests to salute; 

These people are men of repute. 

They are always honest, always kind. 
The best examples 1 can find. 

I have different kinds of wine 
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To entertain true guests of mine. 

The deer is singing songs of bleats, 

Nibbling wild wormwood in the fields. 

1 have renowned guests to salute, 

With music of the lute and flute. 

With music of the flute and lute, 

Our harmonious joy has deep root. 

1 have different kinds of wine 
To delight these honoured guests of mine. 

Four Steeds 

My four steeds gallop panting on 
Along highways winding and long. 

My heart turns toward my childhood home, 
But 1 have yet to serve the king; 

I am as sad as anything. 
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My four steeds gallop panting on; 

The piebald horse pants all along. 

My heart turns toward my childhood home, 
But I have yet to serve the king; 

I have no time for anything. 


Turtledoves dart across the sky; 
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Now they fly low, now they fly high, 

Now on the oak trees they ally. 

As 1 have yet to serve the king, 

For Father I can’t do a thing. 

Turtledoves dart across the sky; 

Now they fly low, now they fly high, 

Now on wolfberry trees they ally. 

As I have yet to serve the king. 

For Mother I can’t do a thing. 

1 must drive my coach and four 
And speed faster than e’er before. 

My heart turns toward my childhood home; 
That's why I write this lyric down, 

Showing my filial love profound. 

In Bloom 

Bright, bright are the flowers 
Over the highland and low grounds. 

The busy travellers come and go. 

Attending business to and fro. 

Young and stalwart are my horses. 

Six soft reins guiding the courses. 
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I will gallop, I will speed, 

Inquiring what the people need. 

Black and blue arc my horses. 

Six silky reins guiding the courses. 

I will gallop, I will speed. 

Asking what the people need. 

Black and white are my horses. 

Six glossy reins guiding the courses. 
1 will gallop, I will speed. 

Learning what the people need. 

Black and grey are my horses, 

Six equal reins guiding the courses. 

I will gallop, I will speed. 
Knowing what the people need. 

The Kerria 

The kerria flowers are serene. 

With calyx and pedicel so green. 

Of all the men on earth, 

No one excels brothers by birth. 
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In face of threat by death, 
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Brothers share the same breath. 

At threat of burial underground, 
Brothers always do come round. 

The wagtails flock upon the plain; 
Brothers help with might and main. 
The best of friends with strongest tie 
Will at most heave a sigh! 

Brothers may quarrel at home; 
Outside, they never fight alone. 
Even best friends of one’s life 
Don’t always help in strife. 

When threats and perils cease, 

Then life resumes its peace. 

Brothers are still here, 

But friends may seem more dear. 

The table is laid for the meal; 
Everyone drinks a great deal. 

As brothers gather here, 

They feel all the more sincere. 
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The man and wife chime well. 
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Like that of lute and bell. 


When brothers get together. 
Then life is all the better. 



Arrange well your family life; 

Bring joy to your child and wife. 

Go over this truth in your mind; 

It’s a thumb of rule you will find! 

Felling Trees 

Chop, chop goes the woodman’s blow; 
Chirp, chirp goes the bird’s solo. 

The bird flies from the deep vales; 

Atop a lofty tree it hails. 

Chirp, chirp goes the bird’s solo. 
Expecting its mate to echo. 

Seeing the bird, a small bird oh, 
Expecting its mate to echo, 

How can we men, seven-foot men, 

Do away with our friends then? 

If gods should hear about these, 

They’d surely bless the world with peace. 



Trump, trump goes the woodman’s blow; 
Strained wine is clear and mellow. 
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I have prepared fattened lamb 
For paternal uncles of the clan. 

I’d rather they choose not to come 
Than that I should have neglected some. 
I’ve sprayed and swept my court 
And laid dishes, eight of different sort. 

I have prepared a fattened goat 
For my maternal uncles remote. 

I’d rather they choose not to come 
Than that I should have displeased some. 

The woodman works on the hillside; 
Strained wine is stored inside. 

The tables have already been set; 

The brothers are cordially met. 

The folks may fall into discord 
For trifles that can be ignored. 

If I have wine. I’ll strain it; 

If I haven’t wine, I’ll buy it. 

Rat-tat we’ll beat the drum; 

Rat-tat we’ll dance to the rhythm. 

Let’s take this time when we’re free 
To drink strained wine of jubilee. 
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Heavenly Bliss 

Heaven blesses you, protects you. 
Ensures security for you. 

It makes you powerful and strong, 

So that you are blessed all along. 

It makes your wealth increase, 

So that you are rich and in peace. 

Heaven blesses you, protects you. 
Brings good fortunes to you. 

Everything goes well with you; 

Every favour is bestowed on you. 

So many blessings are showered on you 
That the day seems too short for you. 

Heaven blesses you, protects you; 
Everything prospers with you. 

Like the hills, like the mountains. 
Like the ranges, like the plains, 

Like streams pouring to the seas, 
There’s nothing that does not increase. 

Sacrificial rites on a lucky date 
Are held to offer and to dedicate. 
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In winter, summer, autumn and spring. 
You make offerings to the late king. 

The late king prophesies in good cheer; 
You’ll enjoy life for many a year. 

The holy spirits descend from above; 

They grant you blessings, grant you love. 
The people will live in content 
If they are fed and dressed and affluent. 
The people throughout the land 
Will accept your royal command. 

Like the moon waxing to full size. 

Like the sun on the rise, 

Like the Southern Hill that is divine, 
You’ll never fail or decline. 

Like verdant pine and cypress trees. 

Your lineage will never decrease. 

Picking Vetches 

We pick the vetches, the vetches; 
Springing up are the vetches. 

When, oh when can we go back? 

The year is at the end of its track. 

I have no house, I have no home; 
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To fight the Huns I leave my home. 

I have no peace, I have no rest; 

To fight the Huns I give up rest. 

We pick the vetches, the vetches; 
Fresh and tender are the vetches. 

When, oh when can we go back? 

My heart is very, very sad. 

My sad heart will burst 
With hunger and thirst. 

I’m stationed here, I’m stationed there; 
The tidings from my home are rare. 

We pick the vetches, the vetches; 
Withered and tough are the vetches. 
When, oh when can we go back? 

It’s now Month Ten of the almanac! 
The king’s warfares never end; 

I have no leisure time to spend. 

I am sad, I am distressed; 

No sympathy has been expressed. 

What flowers are in full bloom? 

Kerria flowers are in full bloom. 

What carriage is magnificent? 
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The lord's chariot is magnificent. 

His war-chariot is on the way; 

Four steeds gallop and neigh. 

We never settle down once. 

With three battles in a month. 

The four steeds are on the way; 

How they prance and neigh! 

The lord rides with pretension; 

The footmen seek protection. 

With prances the four steeds go; 
Seal-skin quiver goes with ivory bow. 
We are guarding the frontier; 

The Huns run rampant far and near. 

When 1 set out so long ago, 

Fresh and green was the willow. 
When now homeward I go. 

There is a heavy snow. 

The homeward march is slow; 

My hunger and thirst grow. 

My heart is filled with sorrow; 

Who on earth will ever know! 
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The Chariot 

On my chariot I proceed 
To the rally on the mead. 

From the king comes the decree; 
The army is commanded by me. 

I tell the grooms to load; 

Soon we are on the road. 

So urgent are the royal orders 
To send dispatches to the borders. 

On my chariot I proceed 
To the rally in the field. 
Tortoise-serpent banners. 

Ox-tail tassels on flagstaff's. 

And the falcon-banners 
Flutter in a grand manner. 

While I am ill at ease, 

The groom drives in a disease. 

The king has ordered Nanzhong 
To command the garrison. 

The chariots rumble on the way; 
The banners are in full display. 
“His Majesty decrees 
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That my task is to appease.” 
Nanzhong is of high renown; 

He has crushed the Huns down. 

When 1 left my home, 

The millets were in bloom. 

When homeward now I go. 

The road is covered by snow. 

So urgent are the royal orders; 

1 have no rest on the borders. 

We long to go home indeed. 

But new wars might be decreed. 

“The locusts chirr in the mead; 

The katydids hop in the weed. 

As my man is not there, 

I’m full of worry and care. 

As soon as I see my dear, 

All my worries disappear.” 
Nanzhong is of high renown; 

He crushes the west warriors down. 





305 


The spring days are drawing out; 
The plants and trees do sprout. 
The orioles twitter on the trees; 
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The maidens pick the wormwood leaves. 
When the chieftains are caught. 

Our troops leave the border fort. 
Nanzhong is of high renown; 

He has crushed the Huns down. 

The Birch-leaf Pear Tree 

Alone stands a birch-leaf pear tree, 

With fruits so fair to see. 

The king’s warfare never end; 

No time with me my man can spend. 

It’s Month Ten, I conceive; 

With a heavy heart I grieve; 

I wish my man might have a leave. 

Alone stands a birch-leaf pear tree; 

Its leaves are so lush to sec. 

The king's warfare will never end; 

My time in sadness I spend. 

Green are the grass and leaves; 

With a sad heart I grieve; 

I wish my man might have a leave. 

Toward the Northern Hill I go 
To pick wolfberries with woe. 
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The king’s warfare will never end; 
On whom will the parents depend? 
The sandalwood chariot wears out; 
The four steeds plod about; 

My man will soon return, I doubt! 

No cart carries my man back; 

I seem to be on the rack. 

His term of service is past; 

His absence makes me downcast. 
Good omens bring the blest cheer. 
And prophecies are quite near : 

My man will soon be here. 

The Fish 

Fish are caught in the trap : 
Yellow-jaw and sand-blower. 

The host prepares wine on tap. 
Pleasing and plentiful. 

Fish are caught in the trap : 

The bream and the carp. 

The host prepares wine on tap. 
Plentiful and tasteful. 
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Fish are caught in the trap : 

The catfish and the carp. 

The host prepares wine on tap, 
Tasteful and abundant. 

Plenty on which to dine and wine. 
The quality is fine! 

Tasteful on which to dine and wine. 
The taste is fine! 

Abundant on which to dine and wine. 
The season is fine! 
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Fair Fish and Other Odes 


Fair Fish 

In the south are fair fishes; 

In multitudes they swim about. 

Our host provides wine and dishes; 

In delight the guests have a bout. 

In the south are fair fishes; 

In multitudes they glide about. 

Our host provides wine and dishes; 

In pleasure the guests have a bout. 

In the south is a drooping tree, 

On which the gourd vine clings. 

In providing, our host is free; 

In comfort the guests have drinks. 

Turtledoves hover above a tree; 

In flocks they perch awhile. 

Our host provides wine free; 

The guests drink toasts with a smile. 
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The Sedges 

The sedges grow on the South Hill; 

The goosefoot grows on the North Hill. 
Our dear lord we congratulate; 

He is the mainstay of the state. 

For our lord's sake we all cheer : 

May he live for many a year! 

The mulberry grows on the South Hill; 
The poplar grows on the North Hill. 

Our lord we congratulate; 

He is the glory of the state. 

For our lord’s sake we all cheer : 

May he live for many a year! 

The wolfberry grows on the South Hill; 
The plum grows on the North Hill. 

Our lord we congratulate; 

He is the parent of the state. 

For our lord’s sake we all cheer : 

His name will last many a year! 

The chinquapin grows on the South Hill; 
The privet grows on the North Hill. 



& Rm=?- , m «j -m* $ -\k &, 



moj^j. 

r$J 

4fciij^«o 

dbaii4Jt*^#: 0 





iRRsTF, 


fiUt*J§ o 

##-^-*M*-f-#. 0 

m m 

VttHTAr. 


«H»^o 

S: ?K W W& 0 

KEifl.S'-'F, 

JlSi J«^.f, 



, 


IWlfMo 



IM, 

**mm 0 

%ji&%jyto 


*$$*.*, 

&^ a B « 0 V£ o 

&&&%:? t 0 


For our lord’s sake we all cheer : 

He is entitled to live many a year. 

For our lord’s sake we all cheer : 

His name will last many a year. 

The wolfberry grows on the South Hill; 
The catalpa grows on the North Hill. 
For our lord’s sake we are elated : 

May his health be rejuvenated. 

For our lord’s sake we are elated : 

His posterity will proliferate. 

The Mugwort 

Tall and green the mugwort grows; 
Wet and moist fall the dews. 

Now I have seen my lord. 

Whom I have always adored. 

At the feast we laugh and smile; 
Together we spend a happy while. 

# 

Tall and green the mugwort grows; 
Moist and wet fall the dews. 

Now that I see my lord. 

His favour is my reward. 

As he has virtues without flaw, 
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He will live for evermore. 

Tall and green the mugwort grows; 
Wet and heavy fall the dews. 

Now that I see my lord. 

His kindness is adored. 

As a brother he talks to me, 

Virtuous and fair and free. 

Tall and green the mugwort grows; 
Heavy and wet fall the dews. 

When my lord meets me at the gate, 
He holds the reins to halt the gait. 
The bells tinkle on my cart; 

I wish him happiness from my heart. 

The Heavy Dew 

Heavy, heavy the dews lie; 

Not till sunrise will they dry. 

At ease we drink at night; 

Not till we are drunk shall we retire. 
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Heavy, heavy the dews lie; 
No grass in the field is left dry. 
At ease we drink at night; 
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In the clan’s hall we ally. 

Heavy, heavy the dews lie; 

Neither wolfberry nor jujube is dry. 
You are my distinguished guests; 
Your virtue I can verify. 

The tung tree and the idesia tree 
Are loaded with the fruits we see. 
You arc my gentle guests; 

You have good manners in the spree. 

The Red Bows 

The red gift-bows unbent 
Were bestowed and stored. 

I had guests eminent. 

Whom I heartily adored. 

The bells and drums were set; 

A banquet 1 did afford. 

The red gift-bows unbent 
Were bestowed and kept. 

I had guests eminent, 

Whom I gladly did accept. 

The bells and drums were set; 
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A banquet I presented. 


The red gift-bows unbent 
Were bestowed and cased. 

I had guests eminent, 

Whom I heartily praised. 

The bells and drums were set; 

A banquet I had placed. 

The Thick Tarragon 

Thick and lush the tarragon grows 
In the centre of the height. 

Pleasing are gentlemen like those; 
They are happy and polite. 

Thick and lush the tarragon grows 
In the middle of the bar. 

Pleasing are gentlemen like those; 
I am as happy as a lark. 

Thick and lush the tarragon grows 
On the slopes of the mound. 
Pleasing are gentlemen like those; 
I seem to have wealth profound. 
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Unsteady the poplar boat goes, 

On the river afloat. 

Pleasing are gentlemen like those; 

In ease and content I gloat. 

Month Six 

The people are busy in Month Six; 

The war-chariots will depart soon. 

With four steeds powerful and strong, 
The chariots carry armaments along. 

The Huns are running rampant; 

Our mission is therefore urgent. 

The king has given his command 
To safeguard our sacred land. 

Well-matched are the four black steeds; 
Well-trained, too, in battle deeds. 

In Month Six the weather is warm; 

We are dressed in uniform. 

In uniform on the way, 

We march thirty miles a day. 

The king has given his command 
To fight for the motherland. 



The four steeds are tall and strong; 
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Brave they stand and rush headlong. 

On the borders we fight the Huns; 
Meritorious deeds must be done. 

We are serious, we are prudent; 
Against the enemy we are vigilant. 

We are fully prepared for war; 

Our land will be safe evermore. 

The Huns are now spreading war-fire; 
Our territory Jiaohuo they occupy. 
Their troops reach Hao and Fang, 

And go as far as Jingyang. 

Our banners have a bird design; 

Our silk pennants and streamers shine. 
Ten huge chariots in battle array 
Rumble on and lead the way. 

Steadfast the chariots rumble on. 
Sometimes up, sometimes down. 

Our four steeds labour along. 
Well-trained they are as well as strong. 
To crush the Huns is our goal, 

Till Taiyuan is under control. 

A man of the pen and the sword, 

Jifii deserves the highest reward. 






nn&Xo” 

U&M.o 

KW&tc o 


“&^SI#«!J 3 , 

#._Mf-4H4* 0 ” 

££-,£*i£#i£? 



aws 


328 


m-MRs , 

-T-tft'fflU, 
Wfcf m 0 

~)} &{\Lit, 

If^o 

^rW-ili, 

mnmm, 




jNMUauMfrlfr, 

«, 4 #tf£-M-, 

«,dr#JfrJfeiUfco 

-S 7 ^ 5 ,^« 8^ 0 


4 £#:***.*■*., 


Jifu is happy at the feast; 

By Heaven he is always blessed. 

For the troops to return from Hao, 

It has taken a long time by now. 

He wines and dines his friends. 

With stewed tortoise and minced carp. 
Among the best of his friends, 

The dutiful Zhang Zhong also attends. 

Picking Sow-Thistles 

We pick sow-thistles around here, 

In the fields reclaimed last year, 

Or in the fresher fields lying near. 

Fang Shu is now in command; 

His war-chariots number three thousand. 
On which the soldiers stand. 

Fang Shu commands the forces, 

Driving in a carriage and four; 

So well-trained are the horses! 

His carriage shines red and bright. 

With screens and quivers left and right. 
With metal harness shedding light. 



We pick sow-thistles around here, 
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In the fields reclaimed last year, 

Or in the village lying near. 

Fang Shu is now in command; 

His war-chariots number three thousand, 
On which the banners stand. 

Fang Shu commands the forces; 

The naves and yokes are reinforced; 

Eight bells jingle on the horses. 

He wears a robe conferred by the king. 
With his scarlet greaves shining 
And green girdle pendants clinking. 

Swift the hawks fly 
Straight up into the sky. 

Or in the trees they alight. 

Fang Shu is now in command; 

His war-chariots number three thousand, 
On which the soldiers stand. 

Fang Shu commands the forces; 

The gongs and drums roar; 

He lines up and addresses the corps. 
Strict in discipline is Fang Shu; 

The drums order the men to move; 

The gongs stop the advance of troops. 
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Foolish are the savage tribes of Jing; 
They oppose our nation and its king. 
Fang Shu is a senior general; 

His wisdom surpasses all. 

After he takes the command, 

He captures the chieftain of the band. 
The war-chariots rumble on; 

They rumble and roll on, 

As if thunder is roaring anon. 

Brave and valiant is Fang Shu; 

He gives the Huns a deadly coup, 
The savage tribes of Jing to subdue. 

Our Strong Carts 

Our carts are firm and strong; 

Our steeds keep up the pace. 

Four stallions firm and strong 
Draw a cart in eastward chase. 

Our hunting carts proceed; 

The four stallions are strong. 

In the east there is a mead; 

To hunt there we drive along. 
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My lord goes on the chase; 
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Huntsmen are busy here and now. 
His flags fly with ox-tails; 

The hunt takes place in Mount Ao. 

Four steeds are under the yoke; 
They are tall; they are swift. 

In red greaves and gilded boots. 

The huntsmen come in shifts. 

They wear armlets and thimbles; 
They use bows and arrows. 

The archers come assembled, 

To lay slain game in rows. 

In the team of four yellow horses. 
The two outsiders keep abreast. 
While the carts go in the course, 
Each arrow hits its beast. 

The horses neigh beside the carts; 
The banners wave in the wood. 
Huntsmen and carters are on guard; 
The kitchen prepares abundant food. 
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Quietly the followers progress. 

He is a man of true grace; 

His hunt is a great success. 

A Lucky Day 

Fifth of the month is a lucky day; 

To the Horse God we offer and pray. 
Our hunting carts are ready to proceed; 
The four stallions are of good breed. 

We climb up the great height 
To chase the game in flight. 

Seventh of the month is a lucky day; 
Our horses are running on the way. 

In the haunts where the beast goes, 
There is a multitude of stags and does. 
Along the rivers Ju and Qi, 

The king goes for a chase carc-free. 

Look at the plain and mead over there: 
Large fowls and beasts are everywhere. 
Some run along, some walk about; 
Some in couples, some in crowd. 

They are driven out from left and right, 
For the king to shoot on site. 
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We draw our bows; 

We aim our arrows. 

A small boar is shot dead; 

A wild ox is shot dead. 

The spoils are cooked for the guests; 
Sweet wines are offered on request. 



339 




■ 

ft 

ft 

* 






340 


ffimnmo 

zttm, 

®m^m 0 

%Rn a, 

mT-w$o 

z^m, 

mm%, 

Wt^o 


m 

m%ryy)'* 6 0 

+ #****0 

4fcifrlM£A, 

ft£jaLiJfc, 

Si»flL+^ f 

J5TA*ptt* 0 


m» 0 

MfA, 

iflA, 

iS^Mo 


km&iLM, 

a 

«.i.i«, 

0 


The Wild Geese and Other Odes 

The Wild Geese 

In flight are the wild geese; 

Their wings flap in the breeze. 

Officials are busy on the way, 

Working on the mission every day. 

We give help to the sick and the poor, 

To the widowers and the insecure. 

In flight are the wild geese. 

Stopping by the marsh in peace. 

Officials set tramps to the building chore; 

Walls and roofs rise more and more. 

Building houses they have been. 

Building houses to live in. 

In flight are the wild geese; 

So melancholy are their screams. 

In the eyes of men of wit, 

We have accomplished quite a bit. 

In the eyes of stupid men. 

We arc showing off again. 
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The Torches 

What hour is this time of night? 

It is far away from daylight; 

The torches are burning bright. 

Here comes our beloved king; 
Tinkling, tinkling the bells ring. 

What hour is this time of night? 

It is not yet daylight; 

The torches are blazing bright. 

Here comes our beloved king; 
Jingling, jingling the bells ring. 

What hour is this time of night? 

It is approaching daylight; 

The torches are gleaming bright. 

Here comes our beloved king; 

His banners are seen fluttering. 

The Streams 

The streams flow onward to the east, 
Converging into distant seas. 

Swift is the falcon on the wing; 

Now it will stop, now it will swing. 
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Alas, my brothers dear. 

My countrymen and friends here. 

None of you heeds the social disorder, 
But who has no father or mother? 

The streams flow onward to the east. 
Rolling in roars into distant seas. 

Swift is the falcon on the wing; 

Now it will soar, now it will swing. 
When I think of rumours like these, 

I am feeling ill at ease. 

My heart is filled with care; 

1 can hardly be unaware. 

Swift is the falcon on the wing; 

It circles the hill in a ring. 

Rumours are spreading far and near; 
Is there no one to stop the smear? 

My friends, be on your guard; 

To rumours you must pay regard. 
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The Crane Screams 


The crane screams beside the lakes; 

Its voice is heard over the wastes. 

The fish may swim in the deep. 

Or near the bar make a leap. 

The garden is lovely and fair, 

With sandal trees planted there; 
Beneath them lush shrubs lie bare. 

The stones from the hills can be made 
To shape and polish on the jade. 

The crane screams beside the lakes; 

Its voice is heard far away. 

The fish may make a leap, 

Or remain in the deep. 

The garden is lovely and fair. 

With sandal trees planted there; 
Beneath them short trees lie bare. 

The stones from the hills can be made 
To polish and work on the jade. 
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Minister of War 

Minister of War! 

You are a guardian of our lord. 

Why bring us to the corps? 

We have to come abroad! 

Minister of War! 

You are a gendarme of our lord. 

Why bring us to the corps? 

We have to stay abroad! 

Minister of War! 

How unwise you are! 

Why bring us to the corps? 

We have to sacrifice afar! 

The White Colt 

The white colt which is never marred 
Is nibbling sprouts in my stack-yard. 
Keep it tethered, keep it tied, 

So that it will stay this day and night. 
Will you, my friend sublime. 

Stay here and have an easy time? 
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The white colt which is never marred 
Is nibbling shoots in my stack-yard. 
Keep it tethered, keep it tied, 

So that it will stay overnight. 

Will you, my sublime guest. 

Stay here with me and rest? 

The white colt which is so pure 
Has reached my home for sure. 

Like a duke, like a lord. 

Enjoyment is your just reward. 

Your leisure time is so rare; 

Don’t be in a hurry to go there. 

The white colt which is so pure 
Is now in the valley for sure. 

It feeds on a bundle of grass; 

Its owner is of the first class. 

Bring word to me if you may; 

Don’t try to keep me away. 
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The Siskin 


Siskins, siskins unknown. 
Leave the shrubs alone. 

Leave the millets alone! 

The people in this land 
Won’t give me a helping hand. 
I’ll go home, go home, 

I’ll go back to my home. 

Siskins, siskins unknown. 
Leave the mulberries alone. 
Leave the sorghums alone! 
The people in this land 
Can’t be with me in a band. 
I’ll go home, go home, 

I’ll see my kin at home. 

Siskins, siskins unknown, 
Leave the oaks alone, 

Leave the corns alone! 

The people in this land 
Can hardly understand. 

I’ll go home, go home, 

I’ll see my folks at home. 
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In the Wilderness 

In the wilderness I go my way; 
Under the tree of heaven 1 stay. 

It is you that came to woo; 

As wife I have lived with you. 

It is you that deserted me; 

I decide to go home care-free. 

In the wilderness I go my way; 

I pick sorrels as I may. 

It is you that came to woo; 

As wife I have stayed with you. 

It is you that deserted me; 

I decide to return care-free. 

In the wilderness I go my way; 

I pick bindweeds as I may. 

Our wedding tract you violate; 
You are now seeking a new mate. 
Not that her wealth attracts you. 
But that you want to wed anew. 



355 





■ 

$ 

m 



356 




o 

acMHf, 

ji&b. 



>ilt^<->fr?fr'J'»Jj>|S|, 




as w a? „ 


«^*taftitA, 
JUfeM^f-STfl, 
* 9>i & & n 4W * 0 


mzmm 0 

)Amm, 

4R4fcfc, 

©i4»o 




#P^c#r$fc, *4Mr*»*jtf.fc, 


The Rill 

Ceaseless flows the small rill; 

Verdant rises the South Hill. 

Lush bamboos are growing there; 

Green towering pinetrees are there. 
Brothers young and old 
Tightly together hold. 

And never quarrel blindfold. 

In order to expand the heirlooms, 

They have built hundreds of new rooms; 
The proper orientations they assume. 
Here they live, there they stay; 

Here they are happy, there they are gay. 

Having fixed the mould for the lump. 
They pound the mud—thump, thump. 
It’s a place against wind and rain; 
Sparrows and rats are kept away; 

The king is ready to stay. 
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As gaudy as a pheasant displaying. 

The palace is fit for the king. 

The courtyard is level as a plate; 

The pillars are tall and straight. 

The rooms facing south are bright; 

The rooms facing north are quiet; 

The king is at peace day and night. 

Bamboo mat above, rush mat below, 
The king sleeps soundly till cock-crow. 
When he wakes up after the sleep, 

He wants to interpret his dream. 

“What did you see in your good dream?” 
“I saw bears big and small; 

I saw reptiles, snakes and all.” 

The diviner interprets them all : 

“When you see bears big and small, 

A son will be bom in the hall. 

When you saw reptiles and snakes, 

A daughter will be bom for all sakes.” 

If a son is bom ahead. 

Let him sleep on the bed. 
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Let him be well dressed. 

And give him a jade with thread. 

His howling will be loud; 

His appearance will be proud; 

With sceptred power he is endowed. 

If a daughter is bom indoor. 

Let her sleep on the floor. 

Let her be clothed in a pinafore. 

And set her spinning-wheel before. 

She should be obedient and reserved. 
Be able to have meals served, 

And have no troubles incurred. 

Without Sheep 

Who says you have no sheep? 

There are hundreds you keep. 

Who says you have no cattle? 

There are dozens as your chattel. 

Here your flocks of sheep come; 

Their horns rattle, their hooves drum I 
There your cattle come in the wake; 
Their horns wave and shake! 
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Some drink in the rill; 

Some sleep, some lie still. 

Here come your herdsmen shrewd 
In rush-coats and bamboo-hoods; 

Some carry their daily food. 

Spotted and brindled are your beasts; 
Enough for your sacrificial feasts. 

Your herdsmen come along the way. 
Feeding with bundles of grass and hay, 
Or leading the female to the male. 

Now when your flocks come round, 
How sturdy they look, how sound! 
How they thrive, how they abound! 
The herdsmen wave time and again, 

To drive them into the pen. 

The herdsmen's dream sounds mad; 
The locusts have turned into hags, 
Tortoise-serpent flags into falcon flags. 
The diviner is ready to divine; 

“The locusts turning into hags 
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The Lofty South Hill and Other Odes 

The Lofty South Hill 

Lofty the South Hill stands, 

Covered with rocks and sands. 

Grand Master Yin is so renowned 
That expectance of him is crowned. 

The folk are burning with care. 

But they dare not speak fair. 

The kingdom is about to perish. 

But what illusion do you cherish? 

Lofty the South Hill stands; 

Its wide hill-slope expands. 

Grand Master Yin may be renowned. 

But his misdeeds all astound. 

Heaven punishes him with pestilence. 

Death, and increasing disturbance. 

The common folk are dissatisfied. 

But why can’t this be rectified? 

Grand Master Yin, oh, 

Seems a pillar of Kingdom Zhou. 

The power of the state is in his hand; 
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The nation is under his command. 
The king needs his assistance; 

The folk depend on his guidance. 
Alas, relentless Heaven above. 

Don’t be devoid of love! 

As he puts everything aside, 

The folk will not have him as guide. 
He ignores and expels the wise. 

And hoodwinks the king by device. 
Degrade him, expel him! 

Let him do no harm by whim! 

By nepotism he has been promoted; 
He should be removed, uprooted! 

Alas, unjust Heaven above. 

Of this commotion you approve! 
Alas, ungracious Heaven above. 
Of this calamity you approve! 
Should just men come into power, 
The folk would no longer lour. 
Should just men handle affairs, 

The folk could vent their despairs. 
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Disturbance is on the increase; 

The folk can hardly live in peace. 

The folk are filled with grief and cares; 
Who will manage state affairs? 

If the king does not rule the state, 

The folk will have a sad fate. 

Four stallions are at my beck, 

And they are thick in the neck. 

When I stand and look around, 

1 see a world with limits bound. 

Yin does evil far and near, 
Brandishing a killer spear. 

He may smile and condescend. 
Drinking a toast with a friend. 

When Heaven deals unjust blows, 

The king has no repose. 

But the king docs not repent, 

And hates the admonishment. 

Jiafu has composed the songs 
To blame the king for his wrongs. 

If the king changes his mind. 

Prince states will be aligned. 
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Early Spring 

In early spring the frost falls below; 

My heart is stricken with woe. 

Among the people rumours abound, 

Being circulated all around. 

When I think that I am alone. 

My sorrow gnaws to the bone. 

Alas, so overcautious I am 
That I fall ill for a time. 

My parents gave birth to me, 

But why should they give pain to me? 
There's never been a time like this; 

There’ll be never a time like this. 

Honeyed words may come from one mouth; 
Vile words may come from the same mouth. 
My worry brings worse results; 

I’m suffering from more insults. 

I’m forlorn and unfortunate 
When I think of my wretched state. 

Although the folk are innocent. 

They are reduced to servants. 

For poor creatures like me. 
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Where would happiness be? 

Look at the crow seeking a rest; 

On which roof will be its nest? 

Look at the forest over there; 

Twigs and branches the trees bear. 
The people are in a deep plight; 

But Heaven is dim of sight. 

When Heaven predestines all, 

There can be no windfall. 

Oh, gracious Heaven above, 
Wherefore art thou devoid of love? 

Who says the mountains are low? 
Heights and ridges are in a row. 
Among the people rumours abound; 
Why is no clarification found? 
Seniors are called to consult; 
Diviners are asked for result. 

They all assume a wise pose. 

But who can tell the sex of crows? 

Who says the sky is high? 

We have to bow under the sky. 

Who says the earth is thick? 
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Our steps can ne’er be quick. 

That’s what the people have to say; 
The truth is as clear as broad day. 
Woe to the people of this while, 

Like lizard and reptile! 

Look at the field upon the slope; 
Sprouting crops have their scope. 

Like the crops stricken by Heaven, 

I have my deep-rooted grievance. 

At the time when I was needed, 

In every way I was heeded. 

When I finally come to the court, 
There’s no appointment of any sort. 

My heart is filled with woes. 

As if tied and bound in throes. 

The reign of the present day 
Is falling into decay. 

Insurgencies spread like fire; 

No one can find a pacifier. 

The grand capital of Zhou 
Is ruined by Baosi steady and slow. 

My heart is filled with woe and pain, 
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Even more in days of lasting rain. 

The cart carries a heavy load, 

With shields withdrawn on the road. 
Not until the load falls out, 

You seek help with a shout. 

If you do not withdraw the shields, 
The spokes will by no means yield. 

If your driver is well attended to. 
Your load will be saved too. 

In this way you will save your cart, 
But you do not take it to heart. 

The fish which swim in the pond 
Won’t be happy here and beyond. 
Even though they stay down low, 
They can look up from below. 

Like the fish, I look up from below ; 
The savage rule fills me with woe. 

How they wine! 

How they dine! 

Now comes their kith! 

Now comes their kin! 

At the thought of my solitude, 
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I am distressed in quietude. 

The knaves live well; 

The rogues eat well. 

Common people live in a wretched state 
As Heaven grants them an ill fate. 

The rich are happy and gay 
While the poor live in dismay. 

At the Turn of Month Ten 

Month Ten is on the way; 

It has entered the first day. 

There is an eclipse of the sun— 

Worse omen than this there is none. 
Earlier, there was an eclipse of the moon; 
Now it is an eclipse of the sun. 

Alas for the rank and file! 

They will have a hard while. 

The sun and the moon foretell ill; 

There are events against our will. 

Now that injustice rules the world. 

The wise people are not preferred. 

An eclipse of the moon foretells ill, 

But it is considered normal still. 
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An eclipse of the sun foretells ill; 
Misfortune may come against our will! 

Lightening flashes, thunders roar; 
Disturbance and unrest upsoar. 

The flood overflows the rills; 

The crags roll down the hills. 

The hills subside into vales; 

The vales rise into hills. 

Alas for those who hold the power! 
Why are they not alert now! 

Huangfu is the prime minister; 

Fan is the education minister; 

Jiabo is the minister of administration; 
Zhongyun is the minister of logistics; 
Zouzi is the personnel chief; 

Gui is the horse-stable chief; 

Ju is the captain of the guard: 

The fair queen pays them high regard. 

Why does he, prestigious Huangfu, 
Give us untimely service to do? 

Why does he give us all the tasks, 
Telling us nothing before he asks? 
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Our houses can hardly be traced; 

Our fields have been lying waste. 

He says that it is not his fault 
That he has done what he ought. 

Huangiu makes a plan so witty. 

To build Xiang into a capital city. 

He picks three ministers by stealth. 
All of them of great wealth. 

Not a senior minister he will bring 
To guard the capital and the king. 
Only the rich people will go 
And settle down in Xiang anew. 

I do my job with heart and soul, 
Never exaggerating my role. 

With not a crime or fault. 

I’m slandered for nought. 

For all the misery that falls, 

Heaven is not the source. 

With hate behind fair words, 

Men of power have caused the hurts. 
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Contented are the men around; 

Alone in woe I’m found. 

In comfort are the men around; 

Alone on guard I’m found. 

Profound and deep is Heaven’s will; 

Unlike my friends, my heart won't stay so still. 

Untimely Rain 

Mighty Heaven is great and boundless, 

Yet its change of temper is groundless. 

It sends down death and dearth, 

To bring disasters to the earth. 

Heaven’s temper is getting worse, 

And its behaviour perverse. 

It pardons those with serious crimes, 

Who go scot-free in broad daytime; 

While it hurts those free from crime, 

Who suffer terror all the time. 

The capital town declines and falls; 

There remain no dwelling halls. 

When office heads have left their soil, 

No one ever knows my toil. 

Three dukes and other men of might 
Give no service day or night; 
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The lords and princes of the state 
Show their absence early and late. 

They might have mended their way. 

Yet instead resort to fouler play. 

Oh, great Heaven, how absurd 
That he won’t listen to any just word! 
He’s like a traveller going astray, 

Not knowing which is the correct way. 
Look at those officials at the court— 
They all rely on themselves for support. 
They do not treat the others with awe; 
They do not even Heaven abhor. 

The war is now still on the way; 

The famine still holds it sway. 
Although I do not have much say, 

Day by day I pine away. 

Those in higher ranks at court, 

In no case would they exhort. 

The honey words will be accepted; 
The bitter words will be rejected. 
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But I’ll pay for what I have done. 

Well is he that can speak fair! 

He flatters here and there, 

And every favour he can share. 

Taking office brings good fame. 

But hazard and peril spoils the name. 

If you’re against the evil thing, 

You’ll surely irritate the king; 

If you are for the evil thing. 

To friends you are not worth a thing. 

When I say, “Return to town,” 

They say, “There is no place to stay.” 
My heart bleeds like flood in dykes; 

I speak no words but rouse dislikes. 
When you left the capital town. 

Who built your houses out of town? 

The Wrathful Heaven 

The wrathful Heaven starts to throw 
Disasters to the land below. 

Evil schemes stem from the king; 

The state will soon be worth nothing. 
Good counsels he will not follow; 
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Bad counsels he does follow. 

The king makes choices, but nonetheless, 
State affairs seem in a mess. 

Now in concord, now in discord. 

This is a case to be deplored. 

The tactics that appear so good 
Are discarded as he would. 

The tactics that will bring no good 
Are accepted as he would. 

The king makes choices, but nonetheless, 
State affairs are in a mess. 

Fm tired of tortoise divination, 

Which does not give true prediction. 

The counsellors are more than needed; 
Not much of what they say is heeded. 
Countless speakers fill the court; 

Who takes the blame of any sort? 

If a man at home asks the way. 

He’ll sooner or later go astray. 
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He only minds their shallow words; 

He only heeds their shallow words. 

If a builder asks a passer-by, 

He’ll ne’er have a building high. 

Although the capital is small in space, 
There are the sage and commonplace. 
Although the people here are few. 

There are the wise, there are the shrewd; 
There are the grave, there are the true. 

As fountain waters flow in streams, 

All of us might get sunk in streams. 

No one dares to face a tiger; 

No one dares to cross the river. 

These are dangers known to all. 

But other dangers aren't known to all. 

All of us should act with care 
As if on brink of cliff o’er there 
Or as if on ice that scarce will bear. 

The Turtle-dove 

The little turtle-dove would fly, 

Soaring high into the sky. 

When I am filled with woe and dread, 
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I think of loving men now dead. 

I lie awake throughout the night, 

My parents clearly in my sight. 

Those who are upright and sane 
Drink but know how to restrain. 

Those who are unwise and slow 
Drink until they make a show. 

Be careful with your mien. 

Or your true nature will be seen. 

The beans are growing in the field; 

The common people reap the yield. 
The com earworms in mulberry wood 
Are picked by sphex to feed her brood. 
You must instruct and train your sons, 
So that they grow to be virtuous ones. 

Look at wag-tails in the sky ; 

They twitter as all day they fly. 

I am busy every day 

While you work your own way. 

You must strive and then make haste, 
Lest your parents be disgraced. 
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The mulberry-finches feed on meat. 

But now they pick the grains to eat. 

I am a man to be deplored. 

But now I am kept under ward. 

I grasp the grains and then divine : 
Where are my lucky stars that shine? 

We must none of us be bold; 

We climb the trees that scarce will hold. 
All of us should mind our trail. 

As if beside the deepest vale. 

All of us should act with care. 

As if on ice that scarce will bear. 

The Happy Crows 

The happy crows all fly abreast; 

They fly in flocks toward their nest. 
While other people live so well, 

I seem to live alone in hell. 

Wherein has Heaven been offended? 
What’s my guilt to be amended? 

My worry is sincere and true; 

What on earth have I to do! 
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Overgrown with lush rank grass. 

My heart is filled with deepest woe; 
Each fit is like a heavy blow. 

I lie awake in chilly cold; 

My sorrow makes me look so old. 

My worry is sincere and true; 

My head begins to ache anew. 

The sight of catalpa and mulberry trees 
Would likely bring me to my knees. 

My worship goes to my kind father; 
My worship goes to my dear mother. 
I’m like fur with hair rubbed off; 

I’m like a coat without the cloth. 

Since Heaven gave me birth, 

Why does it conceal my worth? 

On weeping willow trees astir. 

Cicadas loudly chirp and chirr. 
Profound and deep appears the pond; 
Banks of reeds grow lush beyond. 

But I am like a single boat, 

Knowing not whereto I float. 

My worry is sincere and true; 

I can’t sleep even an hour or two. 
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The stag is running on the meadow; 
With his companions he would go. 

The pheasant crows at break of day; 
He seeks his mate along the way. 

But I am like a decayed tree. 

With no branches on it you can see. 
My worry is sincere and true. 

But none on earth can see me through. 

Even the small entrapped hare 
Might be freed from the snare. 

Even dead men lying on the way 
May be buried by the day. 

My father is a stone-hearted one; 

He turns away his own true son. 

My worry is sincere and true; 

My tears flood down whate’cr I do. 

My father trusts detractors most, 

As ready as to accept a toast; 

My father is an unfeeling one, 

Who has no feeling for his son. 

To fell a tree, it must be drawn; 

To cleave the wood, it must be sawn. 
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But he lets guilty ones go free 
And lays the blame wholly on me. 

There’s nothing higher than a mountain; 
There’s nothing deeper than a fountain. 
My father shouldn’t tell what he hears, 
As we know even walls might have ears. 
Don’t forget to tend the pond; 

Do not break the fishing rod. 

Alas, ifs no longer my home; 

I’d better leave these alone. 

The Evil Tongue 

Heaven high above us lies, 

Benign as parents in our eyes. 

Innocent people as we are. 

We’re oppressed too much by far. 
Heaven’s anger is very strong, 

But I have done nothing wrong. 
Heaven’s anger is immense, 

But I have committed no offence. 

When disorder first appeared. 

Slanders entered the king’s own ears. 
When disorder is now in full swing. 
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The slanders are believed by the king. 
If he would now refuse to hear. 
Disorder would quickly disappear. 

If he would trust what wise men say. 
Disorder would quickly die away. 

Time and again the king makes a vow. 
And so disorder worsens now. 

To evil men the king gives ear. 

And so disorder grows severe. 

Their evil words are sweetly said, 

And so disorder grows widespread. 

The evil men do no good thing; 

Their words make trouble for the king. 

Ancestral temples for his offspring 
Were put up by our former king. 

The laws and statutes excellent 
Were written by that former saint. 

The evil men's ulterior motive 
Cannot escape from my notice. 

A crafty hare cannot confound 
An old well-trained hunting-hound. 
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The wise king plants along the ways. 
Malicious rumours spread apace; 

In our hearts they find a place. 

Sweet and evil words again 
Come from the mouth of evil men. 

Sweet and glib is what they say; 

How bold and brazen-faced are they! 

What kind of persons are those men? 

The kind that dwells in swamp and fen. 
These cowards lack both nerve and force. 
Yet disorder all comes from this source. 
“With ulcered legs and swollen calves. 
What kind of courage can they have? 
They deal so much in trick and scheme; 
What good man would join their team?” 

What Is He? 

What sort of man is he? 

He’s fathomless to a large degree. 

When he goes to my fish-snare, 

Why doesn’t he enter my home there? 

I do not know with whom he goes; 

He’s angry with me, I suppose. 
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At first we went along one way. 

Who is it that went astray? 

When he goes to my fish-snare, 

Why doesn’t he visit my home there? 
He did not act like this before; 

He seems to care for me no more. 

What sort of man is he? 

Why doesn’t he say hello to me? 
Nothing but his voice 1 hear. 

But his shadow I don't see here. 

How is it he can feel no shame? 

Does he not fear Heaven's blame? 

What sort of man is he? 

Like a whirlwind he would flee. 

Why does he not come from the north? 
Why does he not come from the south? 
Why does he come to my fish-snare 
And bring vexation to me there? 

When he drives along at ease, 

He doesn’t stop to chat or tease; 

When on business he passes by, 

There's no greeting in his eye. 
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Since his last stop so long ago. 

I’ve been alone and full of woe. 

When of old he called on me. 

My heart would fill with glee. 

But since he seems to come no more, 
What’s in his mind I hardly know. 
Since he saw me long ago, 

I have been taken ill with woe. 

The elder blew the earthen flute; 

The younger blew the bamboo flute. 
Together we were closely tied. 

But this tie he’s now denied. 

By the poultry, dog and sow. 

To show my heart I’ll make a vow. 

If he were just a ghost or sprite, 

He’d never come into my sight. 

He has a face that can be seen; 

His image, then, is clear and clean. 
And now I write this pretty song 
To show that he is in the wrong. 
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The Eunuch 

Silk that’s well designed and made 
Becomes an exquisite brocade. 

Men with evil tongues are vile; 

They slander honest men by guile. 

Stars aligned like a gaping mouth 
Become the Winnows in the south. 

Men with evil tongues are vile; 

Who’d share their schemes in guile? 

They talk in whispers here and there, 

To bring to birth an ill affair. 

They’d better speak with careful thought, 

Or their credit’ll come to nought. 

Their tongues are glib; their answers change; 
Their plots are woven with lies so strange. 
Their lies might be believed, indeed; 

In the end, they’ll ne’er succeed. 

The evil ones are oveijoyed 
While their victims are annoyed. 

I wish that the azure Heaven on high 
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Would keep watch on people base and sly. 
And pity people filled with woe. 


Men with evil tongues are vile; 
Who’d share their schemes in guile? 
I’ll catch and throw these evil men 
Amid wolf packs or tigers’ den. 

If they refuse to eat these men, 

I’ll throw them to the north, then. 

If the north rejects these men, 

I’ll leave them to the will of Heaven. 

To Willow Gardens lies the way; 
Beside the hilly fields I stay. 

I, a eunuch, Mengzi by name, 
Have written this sad song of blame. 
Respected gentlemen, please stay 
And listen to what I have to say. 
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The Mountain Gale and Other Odes 

The Mountain Gale 

There blows the mountain gale; 

The wind and rain combine. 

When fear and dread prevail. 

Our relations fare fine. 

When peace and joy prevail. 

To me you are malign. 

There blows the mountain gale. 

The wind and blast combine. 

When fear and dread prevail, 

To me you are so fine. 

When peace and joy prevail. 

You have become malign. 

There blows the mountain gale, 

At hill-top it would whine. 

The grass has turned so pale; 

Away the trees would pine. 

My virtue you don’t hail; 

You mind small faults of mine. 
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Thick Tarragons 

Unlike thick tarragons that grow, 

The worthless wormwood crawls below. 

Alas,my father; alas,my mother! 

You helped me more than any other. 

Unlike thick tarragons that grow, 

The worthless mugwort crawls below. 

Alas,my father; alas,my mother! 

You taught me more than any other. 

Emptied of wine is the pitcher, 

A shame to jars that are no richer. 

A worthless orphan like me, oh, 

Should have died long, long ago. 

Without my father, my support is gone. 
Without my mother, whom shall 1 depend on? 
There was woe and sorrow when I left; 

Now I return a child bereft. 

It is my father that begot me; 

It is my mother that fed me. 

They kept me, they loved me; 

They fed me, they reared me. 
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They tended me, they shielded me; 

Out and in, they cared for me. 

It’s time that 1 requited their love, 

But Heaven has grabbed them from above. 

The southern hill is steep and high; 

The winds arc roaring in the sky. 

All men have parents on their side; 

My parents ne’er on me relied. 

The southern hill is high and steep; 

The winds above would roar and sweep. 
All men have parents on their side; 

It’s only I who am denied. 

The Far East 

The trencher of millet fresh and good 
Is taken by spoons of jujube wood. 

The way to Zhou is smooth and fiat, 

The road as straight as an arrow shaft. 
Thereon officials come and go 
While common people look with woe. 
When I look back and think anew, 

I cry in sorrow at the view. 
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In states that lie to the east of Zhou, 
Their cloth is grabbed off in a flow. 
Ramie sandals are crisscrossed; 

How can they tread upon the frost? 

Those carefree dandies come and go 
On the way that leads to Zhou. 

There they are going to and fro; 

The sight has filled my heart with woe. 

Spring waters cold that overflow. 

Don’t soak the birchwood down below! 
All night I stay awake and sigh; 

Woe is me who lonely lie. 

The firewood from the birch I cut 
Can be carried to my hut. 

Yet woe is me who lie alone; 

I wish that sleep would come,and soon. 

For men of eastern states, their sons 
Toil in vain for what they've done. 

The men of western land, their sons 
Are dressed in robes that reflect the sun. 
For noblemen of Zhou, their sons 
Seek furs of bears to wear for fun. 

For servants of the noblemen, their sons 
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Try all the jobs that they have won. 

The noblemen would drink the wine; 
The eastern men are to dregs confined. 
The former men wear jade so fine; 
The latter men are to stones confined. 
There in heaven is the Milky Way, 
Shedding to the earth its ray. 

The Weaver Maiden Stars there stay 
And travel seven times a day. 

They travel seven times a day. 

But weaver’s role they do not play. 
There also shine the Cowherd Stars, 
Which never draw the travellers’ cars. 
The east presents the morning star; 
The west presents the evening star. 
The spoon-like Hyades quietly lie 
And spread in rows across the sky. 

The Winnow Star in southern sky 
Cannot winnow any rye. 

The Ladle Star in the north ashine 
Cannot ladle any wine. 

The Winnow Star in southern sky 




425 




£ 

«i 



426 


4, 


wmm, 

/^Mo 

5MHA, 


anii, 

WM; 

»*se? 

^ H M, 

*R8fc£ 0 


*r*-£*.fcififc 0 

+M*&*_fc. t 

0 ^ 

c?/l * M.&XJL, 
*R&£-fti±& 0 

X; 


**- F #*.**: 0 

*T*tT-£-4T*t*f? 

Mn&te*mtf-, 

&&■££&%?! 


lU 'ffM-j'f, 




3«3j£«, 

&**iLAten 0 


Tucks its tongue in mouth awry. 

The Ladle Star in the north ashine 
Points its handle west in a line. 

Month Four 

In Month Four, summer starts its day; 

In Month Six, summer holds its sway. 

Of my same blood, how can my sire 
Bear to see me in the mire? 

The autumn chill is felt outside; 

All the plants are sere and dried. 

Now that 1 am exiled in disgrace, 

Where can 1 find my resting place? 

The winter cold is felt outside; 

Wild winds howl unreconciled. 

All men have parents on their side, 

My parents ne’er on me relied. 

On mountains, trees grow grand and fair; 
Chestnuts here, and plums there. 

The trees are levelled to the ground; 
Despoilers can nowhere be found. 




427 


The Book of Poetry 
Odes 


a 

m 


t 

x 

4 



ffitfc&dc. 

*»Mi*-T>ii4fc t 


>#8f !>'£>£ 8t£ Q 

#H«H8 f 

*.*.«Lt*]**, 



mmtm, 

-fc **.*.•&>£•;§, 

fM;£*d 0 

.^«:*^'j'^ijt 0 

%mM±, 

^4^4*7 g]£. 

^JUMTo 


habe*, 




HMIM, 



i£i£**.*iiii& 0 


*.L-****, 

n^rft«o 





4L! 


dt uU 


***«;>*#, 


The fountain waters bubble here, 
Sometimes foul and sometimes clear. 

I am afflicted every day; 

How can I be happy and gay? 

Onward surge the Yangtze and the Han; 
Across the southern states they span. 

For all the service 1 have done, 

Why haven’t 1 any sympathy won? 

Not an eagle or hawk that flies, 

1 cannot take wings to the skies. 

Not a croaker or a sturgeon, 

I cannot dive and then submerge. 

The fern and vetch grow on the hill, 
Wolfberries and red-thorns near the rill. 
I make and compose these strains 
To vent my endless woes and pains. 

The Northern Hill 

The day I climb the Northern Hill, 

I gather wolfberries at will. 

As an officer strong and bright, 

I serve the king from mom till night. 
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In king’s jobs I have a part; 

Worry for parents gnaws my heart. 

Everywhere beneath the sky. 

The king’s immense lands do lie. 
Everywhere within the land, 

All obey the king’s command. 
Superior officers are unfair; 

Alone, I am driven here and there. 

Busy on my coach and four, 

I serve the king and do much more. 
They say that I am young of age 
And stronger than the average. 

With a well-developed figure, 

I have to move about with vigour. 

Some just stay at home and wait 
While others toil for the state. 

Some just rest and lie in bed 
While others always rush ahead. 

Some are unaware of cries 
While others work and early rise. 
Some are not doing anything 
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While others work hard for the king. 


Some just dwell in wine and games 
While others live in fear of blames. 

Some just boast aloud and bold 
While others do what they are told. 

Leave Them Alone 

Leave the heavy cart alone, 

Or you’ll soil the clothes you own. 

Leave the tiresome cares alone. 

Or you’ll have worries of your own. 

Leave the heavy cart alone, 

Or dust will dim the eyes you own. 

Leave the tiresome cares alone. 

Or future peace you’ll never own. 

Leave the heavy cart alone, 

Or dust will blind the eyes you own. 
Leave the tiresome cares alone. 

Or you’ll have more worries of your own. 

Bright Heaven 

Above, the heaven shines so bright. 
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Pouring down on earth its light. 

The king’s job has brought me to the west. 
In the wildest place unblest. 

Since early Month Twelve, I behold 
The summer heat and winter cold. 

The bitter sadness of my heart 
Is like what poison can impart. 

At the thought of my dear wife, 

A flood of tears would fill my life. 

Of course I long to see my dear; 

The net of justice keeps me here. 

At the time when I set out, 

New year was in and old year out. 

How long must I my stay extend? 

The year is drawing to its end. 

Wretched indeed I am alone, 

Enlarged in service on my own. 

The bitter sadness of my heart 
Is what my countless jobs impart. 

At the thought of my dear wife, 

Concern for her welfare fills my life. 

Of course I long to see my dear. 

But fear of wrath has kept me here. 
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At the time when I set out, 

The days turned warm and seeds would sprout. 
How long shall I remain far west? 

The king’s job gives me no real rest. 

The year is drawing to its end; 

The beans and mugworts we shall tend. 

The bitterness of my heart 
Is what my lonely thoughts impart. 

At the thought of my dear wife. 

There is no slumber in my life. 

Of course I long to see my dear. 

But fear of blame has kept me here. 

You gentlemen, listen please. 

You mustn’t always hope for ease. 

Be serious in whate’er you do; 

Keep company with the good and true. 

When gods have learned of what you do, 

They will bestow kind grace on you. 

You gentlemen, listen please. 

Don’t always stay content in ease. 

Be serious in whate'er you do; 

Make close friends with the good and true. 
When gods have learned of what you do. 

They will bestow rich bliss on you. 
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The Bells 

When I hear the ringing bells 
Beside the river Huai that swells. 

In my heart deep sorrow dwells. 

O for my lord, the former king, 

Whose honours in my cars e’er ring! 

When 1 hear the chiming bells 
Beside the river’s currents swells. 

In my heart deep sadness dwells. 

O for my lord, the former king. 

Whose virtues in my ears e’er ring! 

When I hear the drums and bells 
Beside the isles on the Huai that swells, 
In my heart deep grievance dwells. 

O for my lord, the former king, 

Whose great deeds in my ears e’er ring! 

There go the bells that ring alone, 

Then zithers and organs sweet in tone. 
Mixed with flutes and sounding-stone. 
There goes the tune of ev’ry sort. 

For men to sing and dance at court. 
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Caltrop Clusters 

Where in clusters grew the caltrop. 
By the roots they’ve all been tom. 
What have we done since long ago? 
The millet and sorghum we grow. 
Our millet grows abundant; 

Our sorghum grows luxuriant. 

Here stand our bams in the fields; 
There stand our stacks in the fields. 
As meat and drink they serve; 

As sacrificial food they serve. 

The sacrificial rites we observe 
To pray for blessings we deserve. 

With a pious and graceful air. 

The sheep and oxen we prepare 
For the rites we hold o'er there. 

We slaughter them, we grill them; 
We set them out, we offer them. 
The priest presides inside the gate 
O’er rituals in a solemn state. 

The sires arrive for the offering; 
The wizards taste the offering. 

“The filial lord will win success. 



LIBRARY OF CHINESE 




■ 

T# 



442 


MRim, 

nann, 

WUM-fo 0 

Jjfiimr 


mum , 
mim < 0 

-X«^ : 

nmtxt:, 

bfcsm 0 

ImMna;, 

SENSES, 


8l&7^jc;>t4§!” 

Mt'W&Likl&Zi#, 
H ±. & ft , 

3-i3&3&^> J'.U, 
#X&#-i£iit, 

*&/£-■£;£ 7 *. *£!” 

*L¥M*liZ4,A 0 

*.#.'f*T*Ljj?i*; 

£MLABf5L#;fc, 


Enjoy his bliss in great excess 
And live without the slightest stress.” 

The cooks prepare delicious meat 
Sufficient for the guests to eat. 

The women broil and roast the meat 
Until their job has been complete. 

The numerous dishes serve the guests 
Who come upon the host's request. 
They toast and drink around, 

On sublime and holy ground. 

Their smile and talk befit the day. 
And holy wizards come and say : 
“You’ll be blessed in great excess 
And live without the slightest stress.” 

We are so pious in every act; 

Without a fault our rites enact. 

The priest now brings divining words 
To the filial master afterwards. 
“Fragrant offerings on the shrine 
Befit your ancestors benign. 

They bless you a hundred ways. 

As you will know in future days. 

The rituals are exact and sure; 
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All are correct and pure. 

You will enjoy eternal bliss, 

Countless sorts of splendid bliss.” 

When the rites are all complete, 

Bells start to ring and drums to beat. 

The lord goes to his former place; 

The priest declares the end in grace : 

“The sires have had enough sweet wine.” 
At this the wizards leave the shrine. 

They leave the hall and go away; 

The priest is also on the way. 

The cooks and women clear away 
The sacred offerings without delay. 

With family then they wine and dine; 
Themselves to kin they confine. 

Musicians come and start to play 
While they eat and drink all day. 
Delicious dishes they enjoy; 

None complains, all full of joy. 

When they eat and drink all day. 

Father and son both bow and pray : 

“The sires enjoy the meat and wine; 

You will enjoy a long life-line. 
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The rituals are conducted well; 

Your offerings none can excel. 

May your sons and their sons too 
Keep this practice ever new! ” 

The Eternal Southern Hill 

Eternal is the Southern Hill; 

Lord Yu’s grand feat is felt here still. 

On level spaces high and low, 

Yu’s followers till the land and sow. 

They fix the bounds and fix the plot. 
And orient all the fields they’ve got. 

When heavy clouds arc hanging low, 
There falls the timely rain and snow. 
And spring rains moisten the land below. 
When fields are wet and saturated. 

The furrows drenched and irrigated, 

All kinds of crops are cultivated. 

With plots divided in the field. 

Millets and sorghums give good yield. 

As Yu’s followers, we reap crops fine. 
And use them for our meal and wine. 
Since guests and wizards eat the food, 
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We’ll have a life prolonged and good. 


Houses are built among the stalks; 

Melons grow along the walks. 

We have them dried and then preserved; 

At sacrificial rites they’re served. 

We the descendants are of Yu, 

Blessed by Heaven long and true. 

First we offer pure clear wine, 

And then the brown bull on the shrine 
For our ancestors benign. 

The butcher draws his knife there, 

Strips from the bull the hide and hair 
And takes the blood and fat with care. 

Offerings are laid upon the shrine; 

Fragrant are the meat and wine. 

The sacrificial rites are grand 
To satisfy our sires’ demand. 

They will requite offspring with endless blessing 
And with a happy life ne’er ending. 
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The Vast Field and Other Odes 


The Vast Field 

Far, far stretches that vast field; 

Sumptuous is its yearly yield. 

I take the crops stored in my house 
To feed the farmhands on the ploughs. 

With bumper harvests ev’ry year, 

I go to southern fields with cheer. 

With some farmlands weeded, and others hoed, 
The millet and sorghum lushly grow. 

When the farmhands take their rest, 

1 go to greet and praise the best. 

With vessels full of grains and wine, 

With sheep and bulls upon the shrine, 

I pay my tribute to gods benign. 

My fields give harvests in their prime; 

The farmhands share the happy time. 

The zithers they play, and the drums they beat; 
The Farming God they piously greet; 

They piously pray for showers sweet. 

For copious millet, sorghum and wheat 
So that all have enough to eat. 
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Here arrives the lord genteel, 

With wife and children at his heel. 
They carry food to fields down south; 
The farmhands put the food to mouth. 
Left and right he tries the food. 

To have a taste of what is good. 

The crops grow well all o'er the field; 
There seems to be a bumper yield. 

The lord is happy at the sight 
Of farmhands working with delight. 

His crops are stored up ev’rywhere. 
Piled high as roofs or rafters there. 

His stacks are standing ev'rywhere, 
Rising high as hills o’er there. 
Thousands of bams are needed here; 
Thousands of carts are needed here. 
All the crops that grow on earth 
Bring the farmhands joy and mirth. 
The gods endow him with good bliss 
A long, long life will be his. 
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The Fertile Fields 

In fertile fields the crops can grow; 

The tools are ready, and seeds to sow; 
Everything goes well as we know. 

With our sharp hoes and ploughs, 

We work in fields down in the south. 
We scatter seeds of many grains, 
Which lushly grow on those terrains; 
And thus the lord his wish obtains. 

The crops sprout swiftly and mature; 
As they ripen, they grow secure, 

Free from weeds and grass impure. 

We kill the locusts on the tops 
And kill the insects in the crops 
So that the growing never stops. 

The Farming God, our holy sire, 
Eliminates them with fire! 

Thick clouds gather up on high; 

The heavy rain falls from the sky. 

It falls down on the public land; 

If falls down on the private land. 

Here unpicked the late crops stand; 
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All around lie unreaped land. 

There are the sheaves left on the ground; 
Here the fallen grain is found; 
Widow-wives glean all around. 


Here arrives the lord genteel, 

With wife and children at his heel. 
They carry food to fields down south; 
The farmhands put the food to mouth. 
The lord holds sacrificial rite, 

With sheep and oxen dark and light, 
With millet and sorghum on the site. 
The sacrificial rites we observe 
To pray for blessings we deserve. 

The Luo River 

How the Luo River roared! 

Its waters swiftly sped. 

There came the king our lord; 
Countless blessings lay ahead. 

Scarlet cloaked his shoulders broad; 
Six armies he has led. 

How the Luo River roared! 

Its waters swiftly sped. 
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There came the king our lord; 

His scabbard shines so red. 

A long life to our lord, 

A secure house he has led. 

How the Luo River roared l 
Its waters swiftly sped. 

There came the king our lord! 
Countless blessings lived ahead. 

A long life to our lord, 

A secure land he has led. 

The Bright Flowers 

The flower in bloom is shining bright; 
Its leaves afford a lusty sight. 

When I see the prince, 

I set my heart at ease. 

I set my heart at case; 

Peace of mind he brings. 

The flower in bloom is shining bright. 
Its yellow face a lusty sight. 

When I see the prince, 

I find him lull of grace. 

I find him full of grace; 
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A lot of bliss he brings. 


The flower in bloom is shining bright; 
Some are yellow, some are white. 
When I see the prince, 

1 see him drive four steeds. 

I see him drive four steeds; 

Six glossy reins he flings. 

If he wants to turn left, 

I shall allow him to turn left. 

If he wants to turn right, 

I shall permit him to turn right. 

I tolerate the left and right; 

That shows my greater might. 

The Mulberry Finches 

The mulberry finches in the sky. 

On mottled wings they fly. 

The princes in a merry mood 
Have been blessed with every good. 

The mulberry finches in the sky. 

With mottled necks they fly. 

The princes in a merry mood 
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Guard the states as they should. 

They guard the states, support the states, 
Models fit for other states. 

They are mild and self-restrained; 
Countless blessings they have gained. 

They drink with cups of horn at court; 
Their wine is of the finest sort. 

They never show the slightest pride; 

In happiness they will always abide. 

The Mandarin Ducks 

The mandarin ducks fly in pairs; 

They are caught with nets and snares. 

Our king will live long in good health, 
Endowed with countless bliss and wealth. 
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The mandarin ducks perch in pairs, 
Folding left wings of theirs. 

Our king will live long in good health, 
Blessed by endless luck and wealth. 

The thoroughbred steeds kept in the stall 
Are fed with grass, grain and all. 
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Our king will live long in good health, 
Bestowed with endless bliss and wealth. 

The team of steeds kept in the stall 
Are fed with grain, grass and all. 

Our king will live long in good health. 
Provided with endless bliss and wealth. 

The Leather Bonnet 

The leather bonnet that 1 wear 
Looks so graceful, tall and fair. 

Your drinks are of the finest wine; 

On all the finest food wc dine. 

At the banquet there are no others 
Than your kinsmen and your brothers. 
As mistletoe and dodder twine, 

We stick to you, our cypress-pine. 
Before we see you, our dear lord, 

We all feel ill at ease and bored. 

And now when we all see you here. 

We talk and drink wine in good cheer. 
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The leather bonnet that I wear 
Looks so pretty, tall and fair. 

Your drinks are of the finest wine; 
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On all the choicest food we dine. 

At the banquet there come no others 
Than your kinsmen and your brothers. 

As mistletoe and dodder twine, 

We stick to you, our powerful pine. 

Before we saw you, our dear lord, 

We all felt ill at ease and bored. 

Now when we have seen you, our dear lord, 
We have received our best reward. 

The leather bonnet that I wear 
Looks magnificent, tall and fair. 

Your drinks are of the finest wine; 

On all the sumptuous food we dine. 

At the banquet there are no others 
Than your in-laws and brothers. 

Life is like a heavy snow— 

It comes and swiftly it will go. 

Death befalls within a night. 

As time is short and life is slight. 

Let’s enjoy ourselves tonight 
At the banquet in delight. 
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The Carriage Axles 

The carriage axles crunch and creak 
To fetch my maiden fair and meek. 

1 do not long to drink or eat, 

But only my virtuous bride to greet. 

Although no friend comes to our feast. 

We shall enjoy ourselves at least. 

On the plains there is the wood, 

Where long-tailed pheasants roost and brood. 
Graceful is my slender bride, 

Who brings her virtue on her side. 

We shall enjoy ourselves anew; 

I will only love, ne’er get weary of you. 

Although our wine is not so fine, 

We’ll gladly drink our own thin wine. 
Although our food is not so good, 

We’ll gladly eat our own plain food. 
Although my worth does not fit you, 

We’ll sing and dance sincere and true. 
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I’ll climb the mount that rises high 
And cut some oak to set the fire. 




■ 

St 


Ml, 



•V fcl&zi-S mi] 0 



470 


*iUfflljt, 

J^f^Tito 

mtmm, 
*rnn^ 0 
Mfc%m, 

VM&'L-o 



±T-m 




4f-ke*L&/^0i4k. o 
ws, iSL-fc-mksb, 
Mkt*.m*-k’it $. 0 

<s 0 


m. 

TL-tflfcfe^o 


fr#W 4 i, 

lhTMo 


**TL*M*#, 

“feJi.*-4*te** 0 

4JNU-«**.+„ 


ihT^o 




The oak with which we’ll set the fire 
Is the green-leaved one that 1 admire. 
Maidens like you are few; 

It’s my good luck to marry you. 

The mountain towers into the sky ; 

Broad roads in front of us lie. 

Our four steeds gallop on the plains; 

Like zither strings are our six reins. 

The sight of my bride on the cart 
Truly touches the chords of my heart. 

The Bluebottles 

The bluebottles buzzing in the air 
Settle on the fence o'er there. 

Oh my dear and gracious lord, 

Trust not the slanders that spread abroad! 

The bluebottles buzzing in the air 
Settle on the thorns o’er there. 

Slanderers work underhand 
To bring disorder to the land. 

The bluebottles buzzing in the air 
Settle on the hazels there. 







■ 

ft 

* 



472 


$jfS“A o * ftA-fn o 




2E*flcfto 


Sffifne, 


mmm Q 

Artlf-*.•*■» *»] 0 

mm nt. 

M*;u**.*, 

WLfo 



4Mi *»*«-, 


#£«t;s*p;f& 0 


jALAfe^!^*, 

^A« 0 


lf*RH, 

4H-**Ute*Ji f 




f» B #, 

WBIo 




£NE£#]^? 0 


IM, 


latefftL 


mittig. 

JiMLflfix.£4K 


l$-f:&*..K.£.£ 0 


Slanderers make much ado 
To sow discord between us two. 

Feasting 

When the guests attend the feast. 

On either side they take their seats. 

The plates and dishes have been laid. 
With grains, fruit and meat displayed. 
With feasting wine so mild and good. 
They drink their share in peaceful mood. 
With bells and drums sounding about, 
They make toasts at the drinking bout. 
The great skin targets they raise there; 
The bows and arrows they prepare. 

The archers gather with a will, 

Ready to show their shooting skill. 

Each hopes to make an accurate shot 
Lest penalty drink should be his lot. 

To drums and organs they all dance; 

To harmonious music they advance. 

To please the sires they dance and play; 
In sacrificial rites they pray. 

All the rites have been complete, 
Rightly ordered and discreet. 
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They’ll be blessed through all the years; 
In plenty, too, will live their heirs. 

Now that each has a cheerful heart. 

Each one displays his shooting art. 

The guests find rivals of their own; 

The host begins to shoot alone. 

The empty cups are timely filled 

For those whose shooting is most skilled. 

When the guests attend the feast. 

They are not impolite in the least. 

Before too many cups are drained, 

Their graceful manners are retained. 

But after many and many a cup, 

Their graceful manners they give up. 
They leave their seats and go about; 

They dance and caper in and out. 

Before too many cups are drained, 

Their proper manners are retained. 

When too many cups they drain, 

From mischief they do not restrain. 

When to such excess they go, 

No sense of orderliness they show. 

When the guests have drunk their fill, 
They start to howl and bawl at will. 
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They overturn the dish and tray. 

Dancing in a capering way. 

When to such excess they go, 
Misdemeanours now they show. 

Wearing leather caps awry. 

They dance with drunken eye. 

If one gets drunk and goes away. 

It is a bliss for all that stay; 

If one gets drunk and still would stay. 
His virtues are all thrown away. 

A drinking bout is something good 
If everyone does as he should. 

Where’er there is a drinking feast. 

Some drink most and some drink least. 
And so recorders will be needed; 
Inspectors also should be heeded. 

The drunkards don’t esteem their fame 
While sober ones think it a shame. 

The men should not be urged to drink 
Lest they lose their power to think. 
Unsuitable words should not be said; 
Uncalled-for talk should not be led. 
When one speaks as a drunken man, 
He’d like to see a hornless ram. 

Three cups lost him his power to think; 
How can he be allowed to drink? 
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Fish among the Algae and Other Odes 

Fish among the Algae 

Where is the fish? 

Among the algae is the fish, 

Its head so large and fine. 

Where is the king? 

Here in Hao is the king; 

Hale and hearty, drinking wine. 


Where is the fish? 

Among the algae is the fish, 
Splashing its long tail. 

Where is the king? 

Here in Hao is the king; 

Drinking his wine hearty and hale. 


Where is the fish? 

Among the algae is the fish. 

Sheltered by the weeds. 

Where is the king? 

Here in Hao is the king; 

A peaceful life he leads. 

Gathering Beans 

They gather beans o’er there, o’er there; 
They gather in baskets round and square. 
A prince comes visiting my land; 

What suitable gifts have I on my hand? 
Although I have nothing in store. 



479 


The Book of Poetry 
Odes 






-^i^4E9-3,4± 0 

jfc#N£ 3 rH-&*r? 



480 



, 

ITOo 
g-tff ^, 
^mpi 0 


m?0fm o 


mm To 
« 5 Bff£f, 

^hR© 1 ?, 

£R£Tf, 


&tR*UK.Rt.fU», 

=_ J^-Sj-g-^, 

*ijfci0UM*']JBt, 

Sfflil^t'J'MJi,, 

ii^^^r^'jr o 
tHWSfcJMfcfc, 

*.**.+»*£ o 


K-ofiiiio 

&RJiRR 


*H L />t.&£- 3 *i£o 


I have prepared a coach and four. 

What other gifts shall 1 give him? 

Black robes and tunics for him. 

Near the bubbling spring somewhere. 
They gather cress o’er there, o’er there. 
The prince has come here to my court; 

I see his banners long and short. 

The banners flutter in the breeze; 

The harness bells resound at ease. 
Riding in a coach and four, 

The prince arrives here at my door. 

In skirts of red down to the knee 
He presents himself to me. 

Entirely fitting is his mode; 

That’s what I, the king, bestow. 

The worthy prince is in high glee 
As he receives reward from me. 

The worthy prince is in high glee 
As fortunes are bestowed by me. 

On the branches of oak trees, 

Lush leaves are rustling in the breeze. 
The worthy prince is in high glee 
As he defends my realm for me. 
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The worthy prince is in high glee 
As he receives blessings from me. 

His servants are good men and true; 

They do their faithful duties, too. 

The poplar boat would float about, 

Moored safe by tow-lines strong and stout. 
The worthy prince is in high glee 
As he receives his rank from me. 

The worthy prince is in high glee 
As he obtains blessings from me. 

He is at leisure, free from care. 

And leads a life without compare. 

Horn Bows 

Tight-bent bows adorned with horn 
Will rebound when strings are loosened. 
Among kin in law and kin true-born 
Never should the ties be loosened. 




If you should fall into dispute. 

The common folk will follow suit. 
If you can’t consolidate. 

The common folk will imitate. 
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If with brothers you’re on good terms, 

Your family will enjoy success. 

If you’re not on brotherly terms, 

You will experience much distress. 

Low-bom men with common mind 
Exchange reproaches so unkind. 

They grab for places as their boon 
Until they bring their own to ruin. 

To drive old horses as young colts 
May ruin the cart behind that jolts. 

They act like those who eat too much; 

They act like those who drink too much. 

The monkeys needn't be taught to climb; 
There is no need to add soil to lime. 

If rulers noble virtues grow, 

Inferior folk will surely follow. 

Thick indeed the snow might lie. 

And will melt when the sun shines in the sky. 
Surely they won’t condescend, 

But stay conceited until the end. 



485 


Deep indeed the snow lies now. 
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And will melt when the sun shines high. 
They’re base as tribes of Man and Mao; 
This makes me sadly weep and sigh. 

A Withered Willow 

On roadside stands a withered willow. 
Not fit for men to rest below. 

At our court is a changeable king. 

Not reliable in anything. 

1 gave him service in my prime; 

My actions were treated as crime. 

On roadside stands a withered willow, 
Not fit for men to lie below. 

At our court is a changeable king. 

Not fit to deal with anything. 

1 gave him service in my prime; 

My service was treated as crime. 

There is a bird that flies so high. 
Soaring upward in the sky. 

The king’s heart goes beyond my reach, 
So vile that I cannot beseech. 

Why, when I’ve served him well, 

Does he place me in the hell? 



487 


LIBRARY OF CHINESE 
CLASSICS 


U A ± 


'ifcM A±, 

W*.£4.X&, 

Hffo 





iH£ik v 0 



^TKJPftBo 

7 j f-/^Yn*«‘fH)»^e 0 

«PA±, 



*#*£***„ 



mmn£ 0 

**.*JL*0M* O 

m<w$. 

*«*']*Hr&i£r, 



«A±, 

W*iMUS£, 

ap«£ 0 

&4±;S!£X.£ 0 



»£fhir 0 


m<&^. 


i£'l>^&£p 0 


M#PA±, 

*IW£&±.&lf£, 


^^T4-^i4lU. 0 


The Town Gentry 

The gentry of my mother town 
Wore tawny fur of fox as cloak. 

They kept the manners of the town 
And kept the ways whene’er they spoke. 
To go back to my mother town 
Is the hope of all the folk. 

The gentry of my mother town 
Wore black headcloth and hats of straw. 
The ladies of my mother town 
Wore hair-dos so neat without a flaw. 
As I fail to see them in my town, 

I miss them and my heart is sore. 

The gentry of my mother town 
Wore pendant stones for men to see. 
The ladies of my mother town 
Bore surnames like Yin and Ji. 

I fail to see them in my town 
And so my heart is hardly free. 

The gentry of my mother town 
Wore sashes blowing on their trail. 
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The ladies of my mother town 
Wore curls of hair like scorpion’s tail. 
I fail to see them in my town 
And homesick now my spirits fail. 

Not that the sashes dangled down, 

But that they did look like a sail. 

Not that the curls resembled a crown, 
But that they did curve like a tail. 

1 fail to see them in my town 
And so my exile I bewail. 

Gathering Grass 

The mom I gather green grass there 
Is past before my hands are full. 

1 must go home and wash my hair, 
For it is wispy like the wool. 

The mom I gather blue grass there 
Is past before my apron’s full. 

To meet in five days again we swear; 
Another day I wait like a fool. 
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Whene’er my husband goes out hunting, 
1 put his bow in leather case. 
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Whene’er my husband goes out angling, 
I trim and put his line in place. 

What is it that he has caught? 

Bream and tench are on his hook. 

Bream and tench are what he’s brought; 
I rush to him to have a look. 

Millet Seedlings 

Upward millet seedlings grow. 
Moistened by the gentle shower. 

On the southward march we go. 
Encouraged by our good Earl Shao. 

We load the cart, we pull the cart. 

We drive the cart with oxen, then. 

The job being done, we soon depart 
And homeward do we go again. 

We go on foot, we take the cart, 

An army marching in a row. 

The job being done, we then depart 
And homeward do we again go. 

Majestic is the town of Xie, 
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Planned and built by our Earl Shao. 
Grand is the army far and near, 

Led and guided by our Earl Shao. 

The planting of the land is done; 

The springs and rivers quietly flow. 
Great merits our Earl Shao has won; 
Great content the king will show. 

The Mulberry Tree 

On lowland grows the mulberry tree; 
Its leaves are lush and fair. 

At last my sweetheart dear I see; 
With joy I look and stare. 

On lowland grows the mulberry tree; 
Its leaves are fair and lush. 

At last my sweetheart dear I see; 
With joy I stare and blush. 

On lowland grows the mulberry tree; 
Its leaves are green and thick. 

At last my sweetheart dear I see; 

To our vows I’ll firmly stick. 
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My love bums hot within my heart; 

Why not reveal to him? 

My love lies deep within my heart; 

How can I forget him? 

The Reeds 

The reeds with flowers small and white 
With cogon vines are bound up tight. 

My lord has gone far, far away; 

Alone at home I daily stay. 

When thick clouds drift across the sky, 

On reeds and cogons heavy dews lie. 

The way of fate is harsh and blind; 

My lord has thrown me out of mind. 

The Biao Stream quietly northward flows, 
Moistening fields in which rice grows. 

My sighs become a song of sorrow 
When I recall the man I follow. 
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The mulberry tree is felled and hewn 
To heat the tiny stove at noon. 

When I recall the man I follow, 

My heart is filled with woe and sorrow. 
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The drums and bells at court resound 
And spread to places all around. 

I recall that man, my mate. 

But now regard him with great hate. 

On the dam there is the hawk; 

In the fields the cranes stalk. 

When I recall the man 1 follow. 

My heart is fdled with woe and sorrow. 

The mandarin ducks perch in pairs. 
Folding left wings of theirs. 

At love my lord plays fast and loose, 
Always eager to pick and choose. 

The stepping stone is flat and low; 

The man who steps on it can’t grow. 
My man has gone far, far away. 
Leaving me in severe dismay. 

A Chirping Oriole 

A chirping oriole can fly 
Or take its rest on hills nearby. 

A long way 1 have gone before; 

I’m too tired to go any more. 
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Give him food, give him drink; 
Let him !eam, let him think. 

Tell the cart that goes behind 
To pick him up, a seat to find. 

A chirping oriole can fly 

Or take its rest on mounds nearby. 

I do not fear the way before. 

But cannot hasten any more. 

Give him food, give him drink; 
Let him leam, let him think. 

Tell the cart that goes behind 
To pick him up, a seat to find. 

A chirping oriole can fly 
Or take its rest on slopes nearby. 

1 do not fear the way before. 

But cannot go on any more. 

Give him food, give him drink; 
Let him leam, let him think. 

Tell the cart that goes behind 
To pick him up, a seat to find. 
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Gourd Leaves 


The tender leaves from gourds and more 
Are picked and boiled without much waste. 
Our lord has good old wine in store; 

He fills his cup and has a taste. 

The meat from rabbits white and more 
Is ready now for grill and roast. 

Our lord has good old wine in store; 

He fills our cups and has a toast. 

The meat from rabbits white and more 
Is ready now for roast and bake. 

Our lord has good old wine in store; 

We fill the cup for him to take. 

The meat from rabbits white and more 
Is ready now for roast and grill. 

Our lord has good wine in store; 

We fill our cups and drink our fill. 
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Rugged Crags 

The rugged crags on towering hills 
Rise high and jut into the sky. 

The distant flow of mountain rills 
Extends beyond reach of the eye. 

The eastward marchers with strong wills 
Find nowhere to sit or lie. 

The rugged crags on towering hills 
Rise steep and jut into the sky. 

The distant flow of mountain rills 
Looks endless, out of reach of the eye. 
The eastward marchers with strong wills 
Find no outlet though they try. 
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The white-legged swine wades across the rills, 
Passing flood-waters from the plains. 

The moon in front of the Hyades stills; 

The sky foreboding heavy rains. 

The eastward marchers with strong wills 
Can find no time to mind their pains. 
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Trumpet Creepers 

The trumpet creepers in full bloom 
Have flowers brightly yellow. 

My heavy heart is filled with gloom. 

Full of pain, a wretched fellow. 

The trumpet creepers in full bloom 
Have leaves so thick, so dense, so green. 
If I had known about my gloom, 

A man I’d rather not have been. 

The thin ewe has too large a head; 
Fish-creels are empty but the stars. 

The men should have been full fed. 

But very often starved they are. 

Withered Plants 

There’s no plant that withers not; 

There’s not a day that men hurry not. 
There’s not a man who marches not. 
Going where he’s destined by his lot. 

There’s no plant that rottens not; 

There’s no man who departs not. 
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As for us poor soldiers, then, 

We hardly live the life of men. 

We’re not a tiger, not a rhino; 

Yet every day in the wilds we go. 
Alas for the poor soldiers, then, 
There is no leisure for these men. 

We, like tawny foxes, pass 
Days and nights in somber grass. 
While war-chariots swiftly go 
Along the broad highways to Zhou. 
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Major Odes 

Lord Wen and Other Odes 

Lord Wen 

Lord Wen inhabits now on high, 

And lords it over us from the sky. 
Although the State of Zhou is old. 

It starts a history now twice told. 

The State of Zhou is shining bright; 
Lord Wen enjoys divine right. 

Between heaven and earth he rides; 

By God of Heaven he abides. 

The diligent Lord Wen 
Enjoys a fame that’ll never end. 

His bounties spread in Zhou; 

From son to son they go. 

They pass from son to son; 

For generations they will run. 

For those who serve the House of Zhou, 
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Their glories always last and grow. 

With glories that last and grow. 

They give their counsels from below. 

As courtiers of the topmost rate, 

They are bom in this great state. 

Bred and brought up on this land. 

They serve well at the king’s command. 
With all those courtiers there allied, 
Lord Wen can in full peace reside. 

August is Wen the mighty lord. 

Revered at home, revered abroad. 

When Heaven issues its decree, 

Shang’s offspring cannot but agree. 

Is it not true that heirs of Shang 
Do form a populous large clan? 

Yet the God’s will they obey, 

Subject to Zhou in every way. 

Subject to Zhou in every way. 

They know that fortunes never stay. 

As men of fame and high renown. 

They make libations in the capital town. 
They make libations in success. 

In their former caps and dress. 
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Oh, loyal courtiers of the king. 

To your ancestors always cling! 

To keep your ancestors in mind. 

You’ll never leave your faith behind. 
Always follow Heaven’s will 
And you will always have your fill. 
Before Yin-Shang had lost control. 
Divine and royal was its role. 

Yin has undergone decline and fall; 
Heaven’s will disposes all. 

Since Heaven’s will disposes all, 

Be alert against your own downfall. 
Carry on the good fame of Lord Wen, 
And learn from lessons of the Yin. 
Heaven’s will can never tell; 

It makes no sound and gives no smell. 
Take your pattern from Lord Wen 
And you will lord it over then. 

Brilliance 
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The brilliance of Lord Wen below 
Embodies what Heaven has to show. 
Heaven’s will is hard to tell; 
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It’s harder still that kings excel. 

Heaven helped Lord of Yin ascend, 

But overthrew him in the end. 

Ren, the second maid of Zhi, 

Was bom in Shang, so gay, so free; 
Married in the State of Zhou, 

To the capital she had to go. 

The king named Ji became her man; 

A virtuous life they thus began. 

After she was pregnant then. 

She gave birth to a son. Lord Wen. 

This son, in due time our Lord Wen, 

Was good and kind to all the men. 

Servile to Heaven night and day, 

He thus won blessings in every way. 
Virtuous all through his career. 

He was respected far and near. 

When Heaven gazed at life below. 

All powers to Lord Wen would go. 

When he became the head of state. 
Heaven picked for him his mate. 

She lived on the northern side of the He, 
Along the bank of River Wei. 
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Lord Wen was now prepared to wed 
A maid in that large state well bred. 
A maid well bred in that large state, 
She was a fairy of a mate. 

Lord Wen then fixed a lucky day. 
To meet her by the river Wei. 

On a bridge of boats they met, 

A splendour no one would forget. 



From Heaven came the great command 
To make Lord Wen king of the land. 

In Zhou he built the capital town 
And wed Shen’s maid of high renown. 
When their elder daughter got wed, 

She gave birth to Lord Wu instead. 

At Heaven’s call, the war cries rang 
Against the powerful House of Shang. 
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There came battalions of Yin-Shang, 

Like a forest they all sprang. 

Lord Wu made vows at Muye: 

“We shall win the battles here. 

The gods on high are watching you; 

Be of one mind and your dreams will come true.” 
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Far, far spread the fields of Muye ; 

Bright, bright shone the chariots here. 

There galloped stalwart steeds in groups; 
Here stood Jiang Shang, who led the troops. 
Eagle-like was Jiang Shang in view, 

Who helped the brilliant king. Lord Wu. 

The troops gave Shang a deadly stroke, 

And fight was over when day just broke. 

Long Trains 

The gourds outstretch in long trains. 

The early people moved from Du 
To settle near the Qi and Ju. 

In times of our dear Gugong Danfu, 

They dug kilns and caves anew. 

For houses at that time were few. 

Gugong Danfu went westward ho. 

Bred horses in the realms of Zhou. 

Along the river Wei went he 
Until he reached the mount of Qi. 

He wed the maid Jiang as his spouse, 

And planned to stay and build a house. 
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On plains outspreading like a sheet, 
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Wild plants and violets grew so sweet. 

Danfu began to think and plan. 

And made divinations in his clan. 

The answer was “to stop and stay,” 

And thus they settled right away. 

They stopped and stayed upon this ground; 
They opened waste land all around. 

They fixed and ploughed the land; 

They made the channels on the land. 

Danfu went from west to cast. 

Neglecting nothing in the least. 

One was to mind the building here 

While another was to mind the labourers there, 

For constructions front and rear. 

They used the ropes to measure confines 
And bound the planks for frames with lines. 

To build a temple that ever shines. 

They filled the baskets with dry earth 
And dumped it into frames in mirth. 

They pounded walls in repeated thud 
And scraped the walls to rid of mud. 

So many walls were built around 

That sounds of beating drums got drowned. 
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They set up the outer palace gate, 

Which stood so high and looked so great. 
They set up the palace inner gate, 

Which stood so grand and looked so straight. 
There rose an altar piled with clay 
To keep the evil foes away. 

They made their offerings to the sire, 

Whose fame the people all admire. 

When oak trees were all cleared away, 

There was smooth traffic on the way. 

The Kunyi tribes all disappeared; 

They panted, took to flight and feared. 

The states of Yu and Rui stopped strife 
When Lord Wen roused their faith in life. 
Lord Wen had men to help the people; 

He had his men to guide the people. 

He had his men to work for him; 

He had his men to fight for him. 

Oaks and Date Trees 

The oaks and date trees grow so thick, 
Which for firewood we hew and pick. 
Sublime is our beloved Lord Wen, 
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Who is surrounded by wise men. 

Sublime is our beloved Lord Wen, 

Who is assisted by wise men. 

They hold up cups in solemn state 
In sacrifices to consecrate. 

On River Jing the boats go; 

With one effort oarsmen row. 

On marches led by King of Zhou, 

The six grand armies bravely go. 

The Milky Way is glowing high, 

Making blazons in the sky. 

Since longevity goes to Lord Wen, 

Has he not influenced countrymen? 

As carved and chiselled is the sign 
On gold and jade that brightly shine, 

So our tireless king will reign 

His boundless state with might and main. 

At the Hillfoot 

Look at the foot of that Mount Han, 

With thorns and hazels in a span. 

Free and joyous is our lord, 
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So pious, a man to be adored. 


The handle jade is rare and fine; 

The gold cup holds delicious wine. 

Free and joyous is our lord. 

So graceful, a man to be adored. 

The kites soar up into the sky; 

The fish in pools will leap or lie. 

Free and joyous is our lord; 

Isn’t he to be admired and adored? 

The cups with clear white wine arc filled; 
The sacrificial bull is killed. 

As sacrificial food it serves 
To pray for blessings he deserves. 

The lush oaks growing left and right 
Are burnt in sacrificial rite. 

Free and joyous is our lord. 

So blest, a man to be adored. 

Lush grape vines outside the house 
Entwine around the stems and boughs. 
Free and joyous is our lord. 

E’er pious, a man to be adored. 
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Reverence 


How reverent was Dowager Ren, 

Who gave birth to beloved Lord Wen. 
How graceful was her mother Jiang, 
Whose fame in Zhou all over rang. 
Taisi inherited their fair name, 

With numerous sons to her claim. 

Lord Wen had ancestors on his side; 
Their spirits never would chide 
And they were always satisfied. 

He set examples for his wife 
And brothers all the time in life, 

And reigned his state without a strife. 

At home he was on good terms; 

In the temple he was in gravity. 

In public he was on the alert; 

In private he would never get hurt. 

Thus ills and evils never ran wild 
While witchcraft was reviled. 

He modelled after good device 
And followed all the sound advice. 
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Thus grown-up men were illuminated 
And younger men were educated. 

Our ancient king worked long and hard 
With talents in every regard. 

Magnificence 

Magnificent is the god on high. 

Surveying mankind from the sky. 

The god inspected world beneath 
To see that people live in peace. 

Xia and Shang, before their fall, 

Were targets of attack by all. 

Among the realms along the way, 

Which was the proper place to stay? 

The god examined all of them. 

And then enlarged Zhou’s bounds and realm. 
Turning his eyes toward the west, 

He said that lands near Qi be blest. 
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The people there then cut and hewed 
The stems and branches dead and crude. 
They trimmed and tended other trees 
So that new bushes stood in the breeze. 
They opened up reclaimed farmland 
By clearing trees rotten in the sand. 
They kept and tended at their will 
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The mulberries upon the hill. 

The god showed favour on Danfu 
And put to rout the motley crew. 
Danfu assumed divine position 
And carried on his lofty mission. 

When God examined that Mount Qi, 
He cleared the oaks, tree by tree. 
And let the pine and cypress be. 

It is God that founded Zhou, 

From Taibo and King Ji long ago. 
Magnificent was our King Ji; 

A deep fraternity showed he. 

Toward his brother he was dear; 

He was successful in his career 
And won his glory far and near. 

He was well blessed in every way; 
O’er the whole land he held sway. 

Magnificent was our King Ji; 

Power of deep insight had he, 
Whose fame grew to a high degree. 
With intelligence so great 
And judgements so accurate, 

He taught and led this mighty state. 
When Ji became a king so dear, 
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The people followed him far and near. 
When it came to our Lord Wen, 

His virtue shone on all the men. 

As he was blessed by godly ones, 

His virtue shone on his sons. 

The god on high once warned Lord Wen 
Not to be rude to his men 
And not to be jealous again. 

But to know where to fight and when. 
The tribes of Mixu disobeyed; 

Larger states they would invade; 

On Ruan and Gong they made a raid. 

Into great anger Lord Wen rose 
And sent his armies to oppose 
In the land of LU those brutal foes. 

He thus secured the reign of Zhou 
And won good favour high and low. 

To the capital the troops returned; 
Glorious fame in Ruan they earned. 
“When we look down from the hills. 
The foes dare not approach the hills 
As they are our mounts and hills. 

The foes dare not drink from the springs 
As they are our pools and springs.” 
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On plains and hillfoot they would stay 
To the south of mountain Qi 
And on the banks of River Wei. 

A brilliant pattern to the men, 

A powerful king was our Lord Wen. 

The god on high had said again 
That he appreciated Lord Wen. 

The king would ne’er resort to arms 
Nor use torture to rouse alarms. 

He never tried to be so clever 
But followed mighty gods forever. 

The god on high told Lord Wen, 
“Gather allied forces and men 
Together with your brothers then. 

Use your ladders big and small 
Plus engines of assault and all 
To overthrow Chong’s city wall.” 

The engines of assault and all 
Attacked Chong’s towering city wall. 
The captives had been questioned there 
And their left ears were cut with care. 
Lord Wen made sacrifice with awe 
To pray for submission by all 
So that there would be no uproar. 
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The engines of assault and all 
Overthrew Chong’s city wall. 

Lord Wen led armies at the fore 
And wiped out those sagacious corps 
So that there would be no more war. 

The Magic Tower 

Lord Wen the Magic Tower decreed; 

He planned and worked on it indeed. 
Construction of it did proceed 
And all completed at high speed. 

No hurry did Lord Wen demand. 

But people flocked to give a hand. 

Lord Wen surveyed the Magic Park, 

Where does and stags lay in the dark. 

The does and stags were fat and meek; 

The snow-white cranes were big and sleek. 
Lord Wen surveyed the Magic Pools, 
Where fish sprang and leapt in shoals. 

An upright frame stood for the bell, 

With large drums matching very well. 

The drums and bells that pleased all 
Amused the king within the hall. 
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The drums and bells that pleased all 
Amused the king within the hall. 

The alligator-skin drums went with the bell; 
The blind musicians played so well. 

The Successors 

Successors in the House of Zhou 
Had been all wise from long ago. 

With three forefathers dead and gone, 

Lord Wu then carried the cause on. 

Once Lord Wu carried on the fame; 

The past renown would never wane. 

With Heaven’s will e’er in his mind. 

Lord Cheng ne’er left the will behind. 

Lord Cheng ne’er left the will behind, 

A shining pattern for mankind. 

Forever filial to the dead, 

A suitable practice Lord Cheng led. 
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A practice all the men applied, 

He spread the virtue far and wide. 
Forever filial to the dead, 

A lasting practice Lord Cheng led. 
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Beloved Lord Kang has all the merits ; 
Fine traditions he inherits. 

Forever in its tireless quest. 

The House of Zhou will long be blest. 

The House of Zhou will long be blest. 
With greetings oft addressed. 

Forever in its tireless quest. 

Won’t it get support with zest? 

High Renown 

Lord Wen enjoyed a high renown; 

So mighty was his high renown. 

Lasting peace was what he sought; 
Great success was what he wrought. 

Oh beloved Lord Wen, oh! 

Highly blessed by gods on high, 

Lord Wen achieved grand martial feats. 
After he subdued the tribes of Chong, 
Lord Wen fixed capital town in Feng. 
Oh beloved Lord Wen, oh! 

They built the city moat and wall 
Around Feng at Lord Wen’s call. 

Not eager for his own desires, 
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He was so pious to his sires. 

Oh beloved Lord Wen, oh! 

Lord Wen accomplished lofty deed, 
E’en city walls could not exceed. 

The states relying on the king 
Gathered under his strong wing. 

Oh beloved Lord Wen, oh! 

The Feng River eastward flowed; 

Our hearty thanks to Yu we owed. 

The states relying on the king 
Regarded him as their own king. 

Oh beloved Lord Wu, oh! 

Since Lord Wu built his halls in Hao, 
From the west to the east now, 

From the south to the north now, 
Everybody would like to bow. 

Oh brilliant Lord Wu, oh! 

Sincerely had Lord Wu divined 
Whether capital town in Hao to find. 
When tortoise shells predicted “yes”, 
The job was done with great success. 
Oh brilliant Lord Wu, oh! 
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Sow-thistles grew on River Feng; 

How could Lord Wu forget his men? 

He passed down all his plans and thought; 
For a lasting peace he sought. 

Oh brilliant Lord Wu, oh! 
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The First Birth and Other Odes 

The First Birth 

The very first birth from our clan 
Was given by renowned Jiang Yuan. 

How had the first child been conceived? 

In gods and Heaven she believed. 

From barrenness to be relieved. 

On gods’ footprints she piously trod, 

Endowed with grace and bliss by gods. 
Conceived and pregnant she became 
And to her breast a child then came, 

Houji, the Lord of Com, by name. 

When ten full months had thereby run, 

As tame as lambs came her first son. 

With neither throes nor any pains, 

She went through labour with no strains. 

By sincere worship every day. 

She pleased the gods in every way. 

The gods favour she entirely won, 

Thus obtaining her dear son. 



When the son was left in lanes. 

The sheep and cows fed him with milk. 
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When the son was left on plains, 
Wood-cutters sheltered him from rains. 
When the son was left on ice, 

A bird protected him so nice. 

When the bird began to fly, 

Houji began to wail and cry. 

His cry resounded far and wide, 

Attracting strangers on roadside. 

When he began to learn to crawl, 

He already showed more wit than all, 

To reach for mouthfuls large and small. 
When he began to sow the beans. 

They grew as thick and dense as screens. 
His paddy rice there lushly grew; 

His hemp and wheat would glow in dew; 
His gourds were growing ripe, too. 

Houji would farm in his own way. 

At the proper time of day. 

He cleared away the rampant weeds 
And sowed the choicest millet seeds. 

The seedlings in the soil would sprout 
And grow afield into stalks stout; 

From the stalks would grow the ears. 
Waving in the breeze in cheers; 
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With crops so heavy all along. 

He settled down in Tai for long. 

Houji had sent out seeds refined. 

To plant black grains of every kind 
With grains both red and white in mind. 
Black millets gave abundant yield. 

Piled in stacks across the field. 

Men carried home grains red and white, 
Bound in bundles heavy and light 
To serve the sacrificial rite. 

What did we do for sacrifice? 

Some hulled and then baled out the rice; 
Some sifted and trod upon the rice. 

Men here were busy scouring rice; 

Men there were busy steaming rice. 

They thought of this, prepared that 
And burnt mugwort with cattle fat. 

We bought a lamb and skinned it here; 

We broiled and roasted the flesh with cheer 
To pray for bliss the coming year. 

The offerings filled the bowls of wood; 

The earthenware was full of food. 

The fragrance rose up to the sky, 
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Pleasing sacred gods on high. 

With pleasant odours sweet and nice, 

Houji began the sacrifice. 

As this is when the people pray. 

His practice comes down till this day. 

The Roadside Reeds 

Reeds grow in tufts along the way; 

Please keep the cows and sheep away! 

Here they sprout and there they grow, 

Their glossy leaves to make a show. 

In blood relations are we brothers; 

Let’s keep in closer links than others. 

Now we spread the mats for all 
And set stools against the wall. 

The mats and stools have all been laid; 

The servants come up in a parade. 

The host suggests a hearty toast; 

The guests then pledge the honoured host. 
Now the broth and brine are served, 

And then meat roasted and stewed is served. 
When there come the jowl and tripe. 

The guests sing to the drum and pipe. 
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The painted bow is thick and strong; 
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Four balanced arrows go headlong. 

The guests all try to shoot with grace 
And thereby win their proper place. 

The painted bow is drawn and bent; 

Four arrows every guest has sent. 

The arrows stand erect o'er there; 

The guests are seated fair and square. 

The royal grandson is the host; 

With wines so sweet he gives the toast. 
He fills the goblets with sweet wine 
To give toasts to old men benign. 
Hunchbacked old men with hoary hair 
Are helped and tended with great care. 
Men of age are amply blest; 

They will fore’er enjoy their best. 

Intoxication 

We are intoxicated in your wine; 

We are impressed with your virtue fine. 
Long live our Lord, amply blest! 

May you fore’er enjoy your best! 

We are intoxicated in your wine; 

We are impressed with your dishes fine. 
Long live our Lord, amply blest! 
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May you rule well, fore’er the best. 

You will rule well, fore’er the best. 
Always making men impressed. 

Your virtue gives you highest fame; 
Here’s how the Spirit spreads your name. 

This is what the Spirit says: 

“Your food is fragrant on the trays. 

Your friends who help you at the rite 
Have done what is proper and right. 

Their proper manners fit the time 
Because you are pious and sublime. 
With your piety thus expressed, 

Your family line will be blest. 

How will you be blest with grace? 
Always prosper will your race. 

Long live our Lord, amply blest! 

Your sons will always have the best. 

What will your sons enjoy? 

Heaven will endow you with joy. 

Long live our Lord, amply blest! 
Heaven will endow you with the best. 
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What is Heaven’s advice? 

You are to wed a maiden nice. 
When you have this maiden nice, 
You will have sons good and wise.” 

The Waterfowl 

At the Jing the waterfowl arrive; 

At the rites appears the Spirit alive. 
On clear liquor we wine; 

On delicious food we dine. 

The Spirit wines and dines here; 
Abundant blessings will appear. 

At the sands the waterfowl arrive; 
At the rites enjoys the Spirit alive. 
On ample liquor we wine; 

On tasteful food we dine. 

The Spirit wines and dines here; 
Long-lasting blessings will appear. 

At the isle the waterfowl arrive; 

At the rites remains the Spirit alive. 
On strained liquor we wine; 

On dry sliced meat we dine. 

The Spirit wines and dines here; 
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Incessant blessings will appear. 

At the gulf the waterfowl arrive; 

At the rites sits high the Spirit alive. 

With feasting sires of our good race, 

There comes from high the bliss and grace. 
The Spirit wines and dines here; 

Redoubled blessings will appear. 

At the vale the waterfowl arrive; 

At the rites is pleased the Spirit alive. 

On fragrant liquor we wine; 

On fresh roast meat we dine. 

The Spirit wines and dines here; 

No care or trouble will appear. 

Happiness 

Respected is our happy king. 

Of whose virtue all men sing. 

Fit to rule o’er high and low. 

He gets his blessings in a flow. 

Our king obtains bliss and love 
Which Heaven showers from above. 
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In quest of blessing of all sort, 
He has descendants for his court. 
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He’s ever kind and ever great, 

Suitable ruler of the state. 

Being flawless, pious and cool, 

He always follows his father's rule. 

With manners grave and dignified. 

He issues orders far and wide. 

Free from grudge and discontent. 

He wins the universal consent. 

With blessings great and grand, 

He is the master of the land. 

As king and master of the land, 

He feasts his friends at his command. 

The princes and ministers all 
Revere the mighty king with awe. 

While everyone fulfils his task, 

The people have nothing to ask. 

Gongliu 

Reverent was our Gongliu, 

Who always had something in view. 

He drew the bounds for farms and fields 
And set up mows and bams for yields. 

He dried the crops, stored them in stacks 
And collected them in bags and sacks. 
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To gather forces according to plan, 

He tested bows and arrows in his clan. 
With shields and weapons large and small, 
They started marching once for all. 

Reverent was our Gongliu, 

Who kept the plains of Bin in view. 

Large crowds of people went behind; 
Hearing what was in his mind. 

They were glad with what they could find. 
They followed him up to the hill; 

They followed him down to the rill. 

What did he wear around his waist? 

The gems and jades added taste 
To his precious sword encased. 

Reverent was our Gongliu, 

Who went to Hundred Fountains too, . 

With vast expanse of plains in view. 

Then he climbed the southern height 
And looked from this commanding site. 
This was a good site for the throng. 
Where they would remain for long. 

Huts were built all o'er the place; 

The people spoke their minds with grace 
Or freely talked with a smiling face. 
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Reverent was our Gongliu, 

Who settled down here anew. 

The ministers came in, dignified; 

The mats and stools were all supplied. 
When all were seated in manners nice. 

He soon began the sacrifice. 

The pigs were brought here from the pen; 
The wine was poured from gourds, then. 
After they were drunk and fed, 

They honoured him as their true head. 

Reverent was our Gongliu, 

Who opened vast fields where crops grew 
And drew the bounds from the height, too. 
Here he watched the run of mountains; 
There he viewed the flow of fountains. 

His armies worked with might and main 
To measure all the watered plain 
And tilled the land to reap the grain. 

They measured also the western slope; 
Bin’s settlers throve beyond their hope. 

Reverent was our Gongliu, 

Who built in Bin their houses too. 

He went across the river Wei 
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To gather stones along the way. 

With houses built and fields divided. 

The people there were well provided. 

They lived on both sides of Huang Stream 
And travelled up along Guo Stream. 

When more people came to stay, 

They settled near the river Rui. 

Fetch Water 

Fetch foul water from afar; 

Strain it, pour it in the jar 
For use in steaming rice in vase. 

Reverent is our dear king; 

He is as dear as kith and kin. 

Fetch foul water from afar; 

Strain it, pour it in the jar 
For use in washing liquor vase. 

Reverent is our dear king; 

To him we’d like to firmly cling. 

Fetch foul water from afar; 

Strain it, pour it in the jar 
For use in washing coats in vase. 

Reverent is our dear king; 

Calm and peace the king does bring. 
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The Crawling Mound 


Atop the scenic Crawling Mound, 

The southern wind would come around. 
Reverent is our dear king, 

Who is here to walk about and sing; 
Songs in his praise loudly ring. 

Here you ramble with great pleasure; 
There you relax in high leisure. 

Reverent is our king dear; 

May you pursue your long career. 

To ancient sires fore’er adhere. 

Your realms expansive, wide and great. 
Stand firmly in a solid state. 

Reverent is our king dear; 

May you pursue your long career. 

To gods on high fore’er adhere. 

You have enjoyed divine rights. 

Long in terms and deep delight. 

Reverent is our king dear; 

May you pursue your long career. 

To godly bliss fore’er adhere. 
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They assist you, they support you; 
Men of piety, men of virtue, 

They guide you, they protect you. 
Reverent is our dear king, 

A perfect model for all to sing. 

They serve you with majestic grace; 
Like the jade, like the mace. 

They’re men of repute, men of fame. 
Reverent is our dear king, 

A perfect pattern for all to sing. 

When the phoenix is in flight. 

Other birds would come and light 
On trees and gather on the height. 

A lot of wise men serve you here; 

To you they with one mind adhere, 
Loving Heaven’s Son so dear. 

When the phoenix is in flight. 

Other birds would fly upright 
Into the sky in deep delight. 

A lot of wise men serve you here; 

To you they in all ways adhere, 
Loving the common folk so dear. 
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The phoenix sings a joyful air 
On the lofty mount o’er there. 

The plane trees rise into the air. 

On the southern slope o’er there. 

How luxuriant are the trees! 

What pleasant songs in the breeze! 

The king provides a lot of carts, 

Large and stately, all works of art. 

The king provides the stalwart steeds, 
Well-trained and running at great speeds. 
So many songs we gladly sing. 

In praise of our respected king. 

The Worn-out People 

The people are indeed worn-out 
And need some rest, there is no doubt. 
Show favour to the central part 
And you will win everyone’s heart. 

Of the cunning men beware; 

Against the evil men take care. 

Repress those who rob and oppress; 
Frustrate their deeds of recklessness. 
Make your fair deeds widely known, 

So that you can sit firm in the throne. 
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The people are indeed worn-out 

And need some break, there is no doubt. 

Show favour to the central part 

And you will please everyone’s heart. 

Of the cunning men beware; 

Against the rioters do take care. 

Repress those who rob and oppress; 
Relieve the people from distress. 

Make your good deeds widely known. 

So that you can sit quiet in the throne. 

The people are indeed worn-out 
And need some pause, there is no doubt. 
Show favour to the capital part 
And you will calm everyone’s heart. 

Of the cunning men beware; 

Against the vicious men take care. 
Repress those who rob and oppress; 
Frustrate their deeds of wickedness. 

Keep your manners dignified 
So that you have saints far and wide. 

The people are indeed worn-out 
And need some ease, there is no doubt. 
Show favour to the central part 
And nobody will lose heart. 
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Of the cunning men beware; 

Against the villains take care. 

Repress those who rob and oppress; 
Ensure the people of progress. 

Although you are young as a king. 

You can accomplish everything. 

The people are indeed worn-out 
And need some peace, there is no doubt. 
Show favour to the central part 
And everyone will take heart. 

Of the cunning men beware; 

Against the parasites take care. 

Repress those who rob and oppress; 
Ensure the people of success. 

As I hope your virtue shines, 

I write these bold advising lines. 

Insanity 

The god above becomes insane; 

The people below suffer from great pain. 
Your words are often out of place; 

Your plans fail often with disgrace. 

You care not what the sages say; 

You mind not what you yourself say. 

You do not care what you will do; 
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I therefore would admonish you. 


The heaven is now to destroy; 

It’s by no means the time of joy. 

The heaven is now at unrest; 

It’s by no means the time of jest. 

If what you want to say and do is right, 
The people would then unite. 

If what you say should have no weight. 
The people would disintegrate. 

Although we are of different sort. 

Both of us care for the court. 

When 1 give you my advice. 

You take my words as vicious vice. 

What I say will serve you best; 

Please do not take it as a jest. 

As the ancient saying goes, 

“Mind what wood-cutters would propose." 

The heaven would like to destroy; 

It’s in no way the time for joy. 

I am now too old to deride 
You, young but full of pride. 

I’m serious as to what I spoke, 

But you treat it as a joke. 
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If troubles grow beyond belief. 

The state will go beyond relief. 

The heaven is displaying wrath; 

There’s no submission on the path. 

Good manners all come out of use; 

Good people dare not air their views. 

All the people groan and sigh; 

We dare not ask the reason why. 
Disorder runs rampant o’er the land, 

Yet who will give the folk a hand? 

The heaven guides the people mute. 

As pleasant music by the flute, 

As pure as jades that fit and suit. 

As dear as people of one root. 

Keep your people on your side 
And they are easy to teach and guide. 
Outlaws arc growing more and more 
In spite of all the severe law. 

Good men are like a fence for all; 

The folk are like a stalwart wall. 

Great states form screens protecting you; 
Close kin are forts supporting you. 

Good virtue brings repose to all; 
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Close kinsmen are your strengthened wall. 
Do not destroy the wall you own 
Lest you should remain alone. 

Revere the wrath of Heaven blest; 

It’s by no means the time of jest. 

Revere the change of Heaven blest; 

It is no time for pleasure quest. 

The mighty Heaven has all in view; 

Here and there it watches you. 

The mighty Heaven keeps all in view; 
Here and there it follows you. 
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Chaos and Other Odes 

Chaos 

The god in chaos high above 
Is the ruler we should love. 

The frightful god high in the sky 
Does things that all the laws defy. 

The god to whom we owe our birth 
Does things that are of little worth. 

He does his things well at the first, 

But often ends them at the worst. 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 
“Alas, you, Yin-Shang’s last king! 
How oppressive could you have been? 
How extortive could you have been? 
How dictatorial could you have been? 
How usurpatory could you have been? 
When Heaven sent evils down. 

They depended on the crown." 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 
“Alas, you, Yin-Shang's last king! 
You employed the vicious men 
And caused such discontentments then. 
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Rumours spread all o’er the land; 
Robbers, thieves appeared in bands. 

The villains were not just a few. 

With no end of them in view.” 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 

“Alas, you, Yin-Shang’s last king! 

You did wrong things where’er you would 
And took the grudge for something good. 
You could not tell what was right 
That you saw not a man of light. 

You could not tell what was good 
That no good men around you stood.” 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 

"Alas, you, Yin-Shang's last king! 
Heaven didn’t tell you to drink, 

Nor to sin without a wink. 

You were debauched as you might 
And could not e’en tell dark from light. 
You oft roared and shouted left and right 
And could not e’en tell day from night.” 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 

“Alas, you, Yin-Shang’s last king! 

The people groaned like birds in a cage; 
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They lived and simmered with mad rage. 
When everything went entirely wrong; 
You still stuck to your course headlong. 
The people’s anger went astride; 

It was soon spreading far and wide.” 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 
“Alas, you, Yin-Shang's last king! 

Not that the god deserted you, 

But that you were not good and true. 
Without experienced men at hand. 

You still had laws to rule the land. 

As you would not obey the laws, 

How could you keep your royal cause! ” 

The sighs of Lord Wen loudly ring: 
“Alas, you, Yin-Shang’s last king! 

As the ancient saying goes, 

‘For trees uprooted and bent. 

Although the leaves are luxuriant, 

Its life-span has been really spent.’ 

The fall of Yin is still quite near; 

Just have a close look at King Jie!" 
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Dignity 

Manners grave and dignified 
Are virtue on the outward side. 

As the ancient saying goes, 

“A sage assumes a foolish pose.” 

The plain men play a foolish part 
Because they are in lack of art. 

The wise men play a foolish part 
Because they are full of art. 

If the king enjoys good fame, 

The princes all around are tame. 

If the king is good and true. 

The princes never raise a hue. 

Whenever this wise king decrees, 

He tries to make his folk at ease. 

As his manner rouses awe, 

The king is followed by us all. 

You, who hold the power today. 

Have caused disorder and dismay. 

Your virtue being thrown away, 

You are indulged in wine all day. 

As you are indulged in pleasure. 

To keep the power you take no measure. 
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If you don’t follow your late king. 

How can you stick to anything? 

As Heaven will not give you bliss, 

Just like the spring that flows amiss, 
You seem to have approached abyss. 
Get up early and sleep late, 

And sweep your courtyard at any rate: 
You’ll be the model of the state. 

Attend to your war-chariots and steeds; 
Have bows and arrows for your needs. 
In this way you are ready for the war, 
Against all those invading corps. 

Keep your subjects in control 
And keep in mind your royal role 
To watch emergencies heart and soul. 
Be careful as to what you say 
And what you do throughout the day; 
Be kind and correct in every way. 

Flaws in white jade may display, 

Yet they can still be ground away. 
There may be flaws in what you say, 
Yet their influence will always stay. 
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Never say “I do not care." 

Although your tongue no one can tie, 
Your words can never pass and die. 
From your words replies will come; 
From your deeds rewards will come. 

Do good to friends and your dear ones, 
To people as if your own sons. 

If your descendants stick to this, 

You will fore'er enjoy the bliss. 

When you meet lords in your room, 

A kind appearance you assume 
Lest you should err, 1 presume. 

When in your room you stay alone. 
You should be honest to the bone. 
Don’t say that here you stay alone. 

And that nothing will be known. 

Where and when the Spirit goes. 

No one on earth ever knows; 

That’s why our veneration grows. 

When you perform a virtuous deed. 
Try to make your feat succeed. 

Be careful with all your demeanours; 
Be correct in all your manners. 

Make no errors, big or small. 
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And you will be pursued by all. 

If someone gives a peach to me, 

I shall give him a plum in glee. 

If someone says that rams have horns, 
He is a liar beyond scorns. 

With the soft and pliant wood, 

People make the zithers good. 

The man who is revered and kind 
Lives on the virtue of his mind. 

For someone who is true and wise. 
When he hears sincere advice. 

To follow that advice he tries. 

For someone who is not so wise, 
When I give him my advice, 

To follow his own bent he tries. 

You are as young as my own son; 
You do not know which is well done. 

I have oft held you by the hand 
And taught you wisdom of the land. 

I have oft met you face to face 
And told you wisdom of our race. 

If I say your life has just begun, 

On your side you have a son. 

A man is in an ignorant state. 
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Who learns so early, matures so late. 


Great Heaven is aware and bright; 

It knows that 1 have no delight. 

When I see that you lack sense, 

My sorrow grows ever intense. 

1 teach you in the utmost detail, 

But I have said to no avail. 

You do not follow what I spoke. 

But treat it as a mocking joke. 

If I say your life has just begun, 

Long years of your dear life have run. 

You are as young as my own son; 

I’ll tell you what the sires have done. 
If you follow my advice. 

You shall be free from any vice. 
Heaven is now spreading hate, 
Bringing ruin onto our state. 

Your lessons are not far to take; 
Heaven never makes mistake. 

If you do not mend your ways. 

The people will have miserable days. 
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Mulberry Trees 


Luxuriant are the mulberry trees; 

Beneath them there is shade and breeze. 
When the trees are stripped of leaves. 
There is none beneath but grieves. 

Endless lamentations follow; 

The people’s hearts are filled with sorrow. 
Oh, bright Heaven high above! 

Won’t you give us a little love? 




Teams of war-steeds run and sigh; 
The falcon banners flutter high. 
Disorders grow and never cease; 
All o’er the land there is no peace. 
A lot of young men die in clashes; 
A lot of houses lie in ashes. 

Woe is me| Woe is all? 

Our state declines and nears its fall. 
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Our nation can hardly stand 
As Heaven won’t give us a hand. 

The people have no place to stay; 

E’en if they leave, which is the way? 

The lords and princes are great men; 

They shouldn’t have grabbed for power, then. 
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Who on earth has sown the seed 
Of calamities that still proceed? 

My heart is filled with woes and pains 
When I think of border plains. 

I was not bom in lucky times 

With the god enraged with earthly crimes. 

When I go from east to west, 

1 cannot find a place to rest. 

Much have I seen of grave disorder, 

And now disorder nearby the border. 

If you know how you behave. 

This disorder becomes less grave. 

I’ve told you how to get the thanks; 

I’ve taught you how to set the ranks. 

Who can get rid of the heat 
Without applying water sweet? 

If you don't know how to get around, 
Your men and you will all get drowned. 

As men who walk against the breeze 
May find it hard to go and breathe, 

So men who aim high in life 
May find it hard to join in strife. 

They’d better live and work on farms 
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Than live on others and do harms. 
They’d better live and work on farms 
Than work in office and do harms. 

Disasters Heaven wants to bring 
To overthrow our present king. 

It sends down insects to the land, 
Devouring farm-crops in a band. 

Alas my motherland, my nation. 
Everywhere there is starvation. 

I can do nothing but cry aloud 
To pray for bliss from sky in cloud. 

A king who follows people's bent 
Is loved with popular consent. 

He ponders well his act and plan 
And picks out the proper man. 

A king who runs against the tide 
Is cock-sure and rules in pride. 

He is a true dictator boss 
And makes his people at a loss. 

Look behind the deep wild trees. 

Where herds of deer would roam at ease. 
Look at friends who fall apart; 

They would not like to bare their heart. 
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As the ancient saying goes, 

“They are and aren’t your friends or foes.” 

A genuine man of wit is he, 

Whose eyesight reaches a hundred li\ 

A truly stupid man is he. 

Who is pleased with what he can see. 

I should have told you what I hear; 

How come that 1 am filled with fear? 

Men of worth these good men are; 

They neither crave nor seek too far. 

A different life these cruel men lead; 

They crave and seek all out of greed. 
Disorder happens here and there; 

Who'd like to suffer woe and care? 

Swiftly blow the mountain gales 
Right across the empty vales. 

Men of worth these good men are; 

Their virtuous deeds are praised afar. 

Men of vice are of bad name; 

Their evil deeds incur much shame. 

Swiftly blows the mountain gale; 

Men of greed will come to no avail. 
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They answer when they hear sweet words 
They feign to be drunk at bitter words. 
While good men are not employed, 

I am a man they would avoid. 

Alas, alas, I am your friend! 

1 know full well what you intend. 

Even birds that fly high in the sky 
Are shot without e’er knowing why. 

Here I am to give advice; 

However, you regard it as vice. 

The people are all in distress 
Because you do wrongs to excess. 

You’ve done so many wrongs before; 
You seem to think that you’ll do more. 
The people rise up in uproar 
Because you have done wrongs before. 

The people have been ill at ease 
Because you would oft rob and squeeze. 
When I say that it will not do. 

You say that my advice isn’t true. 
Although you say that it isn’t true, 

I still would write this ode for you. 
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The Milky Way 

The Milky Way is shining bright, 

From the sky endowing its light. 

The king makes deep sighs at this time: 
What on earth has been our crime? 
Heaven is sending deaths down; 

The famine ruins the land and town. 
Not a god has lacked his gift; 

Not a sheep is spared for thrift. 
Although we offer jade on our knee. 
Heaven has not yet heard me. 

The serious draught would not retreat; 
The land is hit by violent heat. 

We pray for rain from day to day, 
Offering whate’er we may. 

We pay our tribute high and low 
To all the powerful gods we know. 
Houji does not come to our aid; 

The gods on high have been delayed. 
Why should the drought hit ev'rywhcre? 
All the harms I'd rather bear. 

The serious drought would not retreat; 
O’er our land it takes its seat. 
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I am appalled and filled with fear. 

As if thunder rolls I hear. 

The people on the land of Zhou 
Have been hit by heavy blow. 

The mighty gods on high above 
Will not like to show me love. 

Our sires have needs to fear 
That no descendants will offer here. 

The serious drought would not retreat. 
So bad that no one can defeat. 

It is so hot night and day 
That we can find no place to stay. 

We seem to draw near to our end; 
From Heaven no one would descend. 
No spirit of our sires above 
Would show me the slightest love. 

Oh my parents kind and dear. 

Why do you not care to appear? 

The serious drought would not retreat; 
The hills and rills are parched by heat. 
Demonic drought which vents its ire 
Sets our motherland on fire. 

My fear of heat throws me in dire; 

My heart seems to be set on fire. 
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The spirits of our sires above 
Would not appear or show me love. 
Almighty gods high in the sky. 

Give me a place where I can lie! 

The serious drought would not retreat; 

I try so hard to fight the heat. 

I don’t know why the drought comes here 
And why the drought won't disappear. 

For bumper harvests I have prayed, 

And gods of land in time 1 bade. 
Everybody has come out, 

But none of them can stop the drought. 

I look up at the boundless sky. 

And wonder when my grief will die. 

The serious drought would not retreat; 
Law and order is incomplete. 

All the ministers rack their brains; 

The premier too can bring no rains. 
Stable masters, chiefs of guard 
And chief cooks all are praying hard. 
Everybody has come out, 

But none of them can stop the drought. 

1 look up at the boundless sky, 

And wonder when my grief will die. 
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I look up at the boundless sky 
And see the stars gleam on high. 

My officials, small and great, 

Have all come here to consecrate. 

We seem to draw near to our end, 

But still stick to what we intend. 

They do not pray for me alone, 

But to quench the people’s groan. 

1 look up at the boundless sky, 

And wonder where my peace will lie. 

High and Mighty 

High and mighty arc Four Peaks; 

In the sky their tops one seeks. 

From their spirits—forms of men— 

Are bom the princes Lii and Shen. 

Shen and Lii are princes great. 

The safest bulwarks of Zhou State. 

They are a fence to screen the tribes; 
They are a wall to guard all sides. 

Earl Shen works e’er with heart and soul, 
Always under the king’s control. 

In Xie he builds a city great; 

His should become a model state. 
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Earl Shao comes at the royal order, 

To build Shen’s houses near the border. 
A southern state comes into birth, 
Fore’er inheriting his worth. 

The king gave Shen the royal command 
To rule and guide the southern land. 

He told Earl Shen to use Xie men all 
In building the city’s outer wall. 

Earl Shao comes at the royal order. 

To plough the fields along the border; 
The steward comes at the royal order, 
To move Shen’s kinsmen to the border. 

To Earl Shen’s grand feat in Xie, 

Earl Shao gives his assistance here. 

He builds for him the city wall, 

His palace and ancestral hall. 

When the grand hall is complete. 

The king gives more gifts for the feat. 
They are a team of stalwart steeds; 

On splendid harness they can speed. 

The king sees off Earl Shen by day; 
The cart will soon be on the way. 

“I have considered where you live; 



625 


LIBRARY OF CHINESE 




■ 

& 



626 


ttam, 

m±*« 0 " 

MftiS, 

*.®.-TB 0 

iriflo 

ww, 

^iiKffo 


Ml«, 

BEA^W, 

li«lW 0 

JWjMP, 

ZW&Slo 
i^-TCfl , 


## m sa-auk 
"!**#*>«*, 

tte&ifciMfr:*, 

3-$um&vuf n 

<M6 »***•] Jt ; 

##4#p*']A4t 0 

'Mfi , 

fc*.teAA*fr# 0 





*»tfi£jLB.»A 0 


It is the southern land I give. 

Here is for you a precious mace 
As a sign of rank and grace. 

Go, my uncle, be on your way J 
Protect the southern land and stay.” 

Earl Shen will soon be on the way; 

The king gives him a feast in Mei. 

When Earl Shen goes south at last, 

He’ll stay in Xie long and steadfast. 

Earl Shao comes at the king’s command. 
To measure for Earl Shen his land. 

Large provisions are supplied 
To speed him on his southward ride. 

In full splendour and good cheer, 

Earl Shen at last arrives in Xie. 

His men on foot, in carts and all 
Are cheered inside the city wall. 

Now the House of Zhou has Shen, 

Who guards his land with his brave men. 
Him as the king’s uncle men adore. 

He is a model in peace and war. 
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Of utmost virtue is Earl Shen, 
Mild and kind, the man of men. 
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The princes listen to his order; 

His fame spreads across the border. 

Jifu composes this sweet song. 

Which tells the truth all along. 

This good song will be sung by men 
For my reverent Earl Shen. 

Mankind 

Since Heaven gives birth to mankind. 

The things and laws have been combined. 
The people follow Heaven’s law; 

It is true virtue they adore. 

Heaven sees that the House of Zhou 
Prays with piety down below. 

Heaven wants to help the crown 
And sends Shanfu the Second down. 

Shanfu has virtues good and true; 

Mild grace is what he would pursue. 
Noble is his attitude and air; 

He behaves with every care. 

He follows teachings of old days; 

He keeps his manners in strict ways. 

The king appoints this good Shanfu 
An envoy to carry orders through. 
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The king gives Shanfii his command: 

“Be a pattern for men of the land. 

Carry on the cause of ancient sires 
And serve me with a heart of fires. 

You’ll spread my orders everywhere 
And speak my mind for me with care. 
You’ll publicize all my royal orders. 

To be obeyed across the borders." 

When the king gives grave command, 
Shanfu sends it throughout the land. 

All the nation’s weal and woe. 

It is wise Shanfii that does know. 

A man of wit with a good fame, 

He knows the way to keep his name. 
Busy working night and day, 

The king’s commands he does obey. 

A saying is correct enough: 

“As we eat the soft and spit the tough; 

So we hurt the weak and fear the rough.” 
Shanfu is mild and kind enough: 

To the weak he’s never tough; 

Not in the least he fears the rough. 

To the weak he does no wrong; 

In no case he fears the strong. 
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A saying goes here and there: 

“Small virtue is as light as hair. 

Yet few can lift it in the air.” 

When 1 think and then compare, 
Shanfu upholds it with care, 

But it’s a virtue I can’t share. 

When the king has his defect, 

Shanfu would help him correct. 

Shanfii prepares to go away; 

Four horses start to run and neigh. 

His men are active and alert; 

All their efforts they exert. 

Four horses gallop o’er the land. 

With eight bells making music grand. 
The king gives Shanfu his command 
To build a town on eastern land. 

Four horses rattle on the ground; 

Eight bells emit a pleasant sound. 
Shanfu will be on a trip to Qi, 

But hopes to go back soon, care-free. 
Jifii composes this sweet song, 

Like breeze blowing all along. 

When Shanfu is filled with care, 
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This song consoles him then and there. 

Marquis Han 

Mighty, mighty is Mount Liang; 

Around the mount Lord Yu’s name rang. 
Along the road comes Marquis Han, 

To take a charge in his large clan. 

The king himself gives his command: 
“Do as your fathers for the land. 

Do not neglect what I say. 

Nor relax night or day. 

Work as hard as you may, 

And never alter what I say. 

Take all the nations under your wing; 

In this way you serve the king." 

His coach is drawn by a team of four, 
Stalwart, noble, swift and tall. 

Marquis Han arrives at court, 

A mace in hand, to seek support. 

When he kneels before the king. 

The king presents him everything: 
Dragon flags with pretty designs, 
Bamboo screens in stately lines; 

Black robes with slippers scarlet-red. 
Hooks and pins for horse’s head; 
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Wooden seat with tiger skin, 

Leather reins with metal ring. 

The marquis prays to God of Road 
And chooses Tu as his abode. 

Men of high ranks hold a feast 
With a hundred jars at least. 

What are the viands in the dishes? 
Braised turtle, boiled fish. 

What vegetable dishes are laid out? 
Sweet sedge and bamboo sprout. 

And then, what are their gifts in store? 
A coach of state and team of four. 

On substantial food they dine; 

In delighted mood they wine. 

The marquis is to wed again 
The king’s niece near River Fen, 

The daughter of Guifu, then. 

Marquis Han goes all the way 
To meet her in the house of Gui. 

A hundred coaches come around 
And eight bells give a tinkling sound. 
With a splendour seldom found. 

Her sister bridesmaids form a crowd, 
Thronging round her like a cloud. 
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When Marquis Han arrives there, 

The house is filled with splendid glare. 

Guifu is good at martial art; 

In every state he plays his part. 

To choose home for his daughter Ji, 

Han is the best as he can see. 

His best choice is the State of Han, 
Where streams and lakes delight the man. 
In breams and carps the streams abound; 
Deer and does in hills are found. 

There are huge bears black and brown. 
Cats and tigers up and down. 

There is no place better than these; 

His daughter Ji will live at ease. 

Spacious is the town of Han, 

Which was built by men from Yan. 

Han’s ancestors got the orders 
To quell wild tribes along the borders. 
The king tells Marquis Han to go 
And quell the tribes of Zhui and Mo. 
With north states under his control, 

He plays the dominating role. 

He builds the wall, he digs the moat; 

He plans the fields, he gets the oat. 
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He sends fox skin to the crown, 

With panthers red and bears brown. 

The Rivers 

On and on the rivers flow; 

Forth and forth the warriors go. 

No time for rest, no time for play; 

To tribes of Huai we are on the way. 

Battle chariots arc on parade; 

Falcon banners are displayed. 

No time for rest, no time to be slow; 

To fight the tribes of Huai we go. 

On and on the rivers roar; 

Forth and forth the warriors pour. 
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When all the states we possess. 

The king is told of our success. 

There is peace along the border; 

The kingdom is in perfect order. 

When the wars and strifes are past, 

The king’s mind is content at last. 

The king stands by the river-tide 
And orders Shao Hu on his side: 

“You are to open up new fields, 

Divide the land and tithe the yields. 
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With no harm done, with no delay, 

The kingdom is to go this way. 

Allot the land by my decree; 

Do it as far as the southern sea.” 

The king gives Shao Hu his command: 
“Make my orders known across the land. 
When Wen and Wu were on the throne. 
Your sire was their mainstay alone. 

Don't say that you are still quite young; 
It’s from your sire that you have sprung. 
Be zealous and display your merit 
And you’ll have more than you inherit.” 

“I give you ladles of fine jade, 

A jar of wine of millet made. 

Tell your sires of my command 
That I’ll give you more land. 

You’ll take charge in the House of Zhou, 
As your sires did long ago." 

Shao Hu bows to the ground, saying, 

“A long, long life to our dear king! ” 
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Shao Hu again bows to the ground 
To show his gratitude profound. 
His loyalty is sincere and rife 
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To wish the king a long long life. 

The king is diligent and wise. 

With fame ever on the rise. 

His tender virtue is so great 
That he’s the king of every state. 

Militancy 

The king, with grace inspiring awe. 
Gives decree in the Ancestral Hall, 

With Nanzhong ready at his call 
And Huangfu leading soldiers all. 
“Reorganize my troops in order; 

Get prepared for war on the border. 

With disciplines ever strict, 

Pacify the southern district.” 

The king gives commands to Huangfu 
To give complete charge to Xiufu. 

“Put the troops in marching order 
And advance towards the southern border. 
March with River Huai in view; 

Inspect and quell the State of Xu. 

Do not stay there for too long 
When you’ve corrected all the wrong.” 
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The splendid king arranges all. 

At ease the royal armies go, 

Neither too fast, nor too slow. 

Xu men do not know what to do; 

The armies shock the State of Xu. 

As if by the crash of thunder. 

The State of Xu is shocked in wonder. 

The king advances his army brave, 

Like thunder crash or whirlwind rave. 
The valiant soldiers forward pour. 

In battle cries like tigers’ roar. 

They push the foes to River Huai 
And make them captives ere they die. 
Along the Huai there’s no warfare 
When royal armies station there. 

The valiant soldiers of the king 
Are swift as eagles on the wing. 

They roar on like a rushing rill; 

They stand firm like a lofty hill. 

They push on like a flowing stream; 
Ceaseless and boundless they seem. 

They fight and win by the king’s decree; 
They bring the Xu State to its knee. 
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The war is fought by the king’s decree; 
The State of Xu is brought to its knee. 
The Xu State is under Zhou’s wing 
Through the merit of the king. 

When rebels are brought to order, 

Xu’s chiefs submit on the border. 

The State of Xu will ne’er rebel; 

The king returns when all is well. 

Look Up to the Sky 

When I look up to the sky. 

No favour comes to me from high. 

For a long time unrest extends, 

And now disasters Heaven sends. 

The nation never has some rest; 

High and low are all distressed. 

The crops have been devoured by pests; 
The nation has withstood the tests. 

If penal nets are not withdrawn, 

Distress will be long-drawn. 

When people have their farming fields, 
You grab the land to get their yields; 
When people have their labour hands, 

You take the men to till your lands. 
When one has not committed crime. 
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You keep him in prison for a time; 
When one indeed commits a crime, 
You set him scotffee in no time. 

The clever men build the city wall; 
The clever women bring its fall. 

The clever woman oft plays foul, 

No better than a vicious owl. 

She always wags her evil tongue. 
Leading to woe rung by rung. 
Disorder comes not from the sky. 
But from women who boast and lie. 
By none the king has been taught 
But Female Eunuch at his court. 

She slanders with a ready tongue. 
From whom the lies have sprung. 
Isn’t this woman bad enough? 

Her manners are tough and rough. 
When tradesmen triple market price, 
The gentlemen think it a vice. 

Full engaged in state affairs. 

For household work she never cares. 

Why does Heaven send disasters? 
Why does the god send no bliss? 
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Those barbarous foes you spare 
While to us you are unfair. 

Evil omens you don’t care; 

The government is beyond repair. 

When good men leave and run away, 
The country will indeed decay. 

When Heaven sends disasters down. 
They harm the country and the town. 
When good men leave and run away. 
My heart is filled with strong dismay. 
When Heaven sends disasters down, 
They ruin the country and the town. 
When good men leave and few remain, 
My heart is filled with acute pain. 

The bubbling water from the fountain 
Shows the deep source in the mountain. 
Profound and deep is my dismay; 

How can it start from today? 

There was no dismay before; 

There will be none when I’m no more. 
Mysterious is Heaven bright; 

Nothing can escape its might. 

If you bring your sires no disgrace, 
They will save your future race. 
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The Compassionate Heaven 

The compassionate Heaven roars 
And sends down havoc and uproars. 
Incessant famine hits the ground; 

The people run away outbound; 
Everywhere waste lands are found. 

Heaven casts down a penal net; 
Officials fight without regret. 

They make up rumours underhand; 
Those people form a treacherous band, 
Who bring disaster to our land. 

They slander and neglect the laws; 

Do they not know their serious flaws? 
With great caution, with great care. 
Of my position I am aware; 

I don’t know whether I’ll be there. 

As in a year of drought, 

No grass is likely to sprout 

And all the plants are dead and out. 

My motherland, it seems to me. 

Will sooner or later cease to be. 
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We had abundant wealth in the past. 

But now such wealth does not last; 

Severe distress today does last. 

But it wasn’t like this in the past. 

The lowly eat the rice of the high; 

But why don’t those men retire? 

For better positions they should vie. 

Look at the pool which is dried; 

No water comes from the outside. 

Look at the spring which is dried: 

No water comes from the inside. 

Trouble is bad as bad can be; 

More serious problems 1 see; 

Will they ever fall on me? 

When ancestral kings were crowned. 
Such wise men as Earl Shao were found. 
Who enlarged the territorial ground; 

But now our lands decrease around. 

Oh! Heigh-ho! 

Men of today, behold and lo! 

For men of old, you are low. 
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Hymns 

Hymns of Zhou 

The Sacred Temple and Other Hymns 

The Sacred Temple 

Ah! Solemn stands the sacred temple, 

Where many reverent knights assemble. 

A crowd of ministers gather round. 

For Lord Wen’s virtues are profound. 

To show respect for him in Paradise, 

They’re busy with the sacrificial rites. 

Isn’t he glorious? Isn't he ever praised? 

His fame will never, never fade. 
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The Heavenly Ways 

Heaven moves in its own ways, 

So profound and never out of phase. 
And likewise glorious and ample 
Is Lord Wen’s virtue pure and simple. 
He overwhelms us with his grace. 
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From which we benefit in ev’ry case. 
Endowed with favours plus his fame, 

His followers will remain the same. 

The Clear Statute 

Clear, and always reverent 
Is the statute of Lord Wen. 

Since first offerings were laid. 

Great achievements have been made; 

The fame of Zhou will never fade. 

Good Merits 

Dukes and princes with good merit, 

You have brought bliss to my late kings; 
With countless favours I inherit. 

May happiness pass down to my offsprings. 
Never make great errors in your state, 

And always keep me in your mind; 

For the merits you have made, 

Toward your successors I'll be kind. 

Be benevolent as a worthy man. 

And from you everyone will learn; 

Remain virtuous as you can. 

And to you everyone will turn. 

Ah! E’en my late kings will discern! 
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Heavenly Deeds 

Heaven made the mountain grand; 

Lord Tai reclaimed the barren land. 

He started all the first constructions; 

Lord Wen developed the production. 

He made a trip there. 

And Mount Qi has a thoroughfare. 

For the benefit of sons and heirs. 

Heavenly Ordinance 

Heaven issued lofty orders; 

Lord Wen and Lord Wu received the orders. 
Lord Cheng ne’er lived an idle life; 

Day and night he carried on the strife. 

With prosperity in his mind, 

His efforts never cease, 

So that Zhou remains in peace. 

My Offerings 

I offer sacrifice to thee 
Of hallowed bulls and sheep; 

May Heaven always bless me. 

Lord Wen’s statute is my guide. 

To pray for peace on every side. 

Ah, the great Lord Wen 
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Accepts the offer, blesses the men. 

All through the day, all through the night, 
I revere Heaven’s might 
And always keep it in sight. 

Inspection 

Lord Wu inspects the country on the run; 
In the name of Heaven’s son, 

The House of Zhou remains a blessed one. 
When he wields his slightest force, 

Any one can hardly ignore henceforth. 

The host of gods he will subdue, 

The rills and hills subdued, too; 

Great indeed is our Lord Wu. 

The House of Zhou is open and bright; 

All the princes have their right. 

The shields and spears are laid in hoard; 
The bows and arrows are likewise stored. 
Grand virtue is the only quest; 

The land will have a bright prospect, 

So that Lord Wen will always be blest. 

Mighty Power 

Lord Wu with mighty power 
Above all else will tower. 

Cheng the lord and Kang the lord, 



665 


-yr 


m 

ft 

SS 



666 



±4-^tt 0 

gtoM, 

*-f^AE34r4t, 

PW, 


Jr/fgH 0 



ft;*fi, 

&ymm. 

£g-*£%j*mw. 

Wi 0 

JiX.m#ft£4f 0 

»*iBr«f, 

*.i&j**Wl*. 1*. 

AiXR&o 

MJ$-3rx*fc£ 0 

mmmm. 


mU^tx. o 



ffl -ft* 

>iii' .X. 


SlfcJ&R, 




jfclfcafcK. 

tf-IMUn'S'tt, 


**.*#«* o 



MWo 

*.**.*! 4**o 



ltfBtI 0 

■#-£*/- o 


Heaven likewise will laud. 

Since the days of lords renowned. 

The land becomes a sacred ground; 
Their government has been profound. 
The bells and drums resound. 

With stones and flutes ringing round. 
Rich blessings come on earth; 

Free blessings come on earth. 

With deportment pious and grave. 

We offer bounteous food and drink, 

In the hope that blessings never shrink. 

Virtuous Houji 

Oh, virtuous Houji, 

You’re great as Heaven. 

You’ve fed the whole wide nation, 

A mighty feat of culmination. 

We now have barley and wheat, 

As Heaven orders us to eat. 

The crops have no frontier; 

They can be planted far and near. 
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To the Ministers and Other Hymns 

To the Ministers 

You ministers over there, 

Work hard for public affair. 

There are directions from the king, 

To which you must all cling. 

You officials over there. 

Now that spring has passed unaware, 

What grudges do farmers bear? 

How are the fields ploughed everywhere? 

A good crop of barley and wheat 
Will soon be ready to reap. 

Oh by Glorious Heaven blest, 

We’ll have a bumper harvest. 

All the farmers, heigh-ho! 

Get ready your spades and hoes. 

Bring the scythes and let us go! 

Reverent Lord Cheng 

Reverent Lord Cheng, oh. 

Issued orders long ago. 

He told you to lead the farmhands 
Busy sowing on the farmlands. 

Set your hand to the plough— 
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A stretch of land you have to mow. 

So many farmers work on their shares, 
Ten thousand ploughing in pairs. 

The Egrets 

A flock of egrets fly 

To the western marsh nearby. 

Here come my honoured guests; 

In egret white are they dressed. 

There at home, they ne’er do harms; 
Here abroad, they have their charms. 

1 wish them lasting fame. 

Always keeping their good name. 

A Rich Harvest 

A rich harvest in the year 
Is stored in granaries far and near, 

In tens of millions piling here. 

We brew sweet spirit and wine 
To offer on the shrine. 

With rituals held in the hall. 

May blessings come upon us all. 

Blind Musicians 

Blind musicians, a sightless hand, 
There in the court of Zhou do stand. 
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The music-stands have been arrayed. 
With hooks and plumes displayed. 

There are drums large and small, 

Plus hand-drums and chimes in the hall. 
When all is ready, they start to play. 
With pipes and flutes leading the way. 
The tune is loud and sweet; 

The sounds are solemn and neat. 

The ancestors will hear 

And honoured guests give ear 

Long after the sounds disappear. 

Fish 

The rivers Qi and Ju that roar 
Abound in fish of different sorts. 

There arc sturgeons and snouts, 

Plus carps, mud-fish and trouts. 

They are offered on the shrine 
For greater blessings in our line. 

Solemnity 

They come here in solemnity. 

And stay here in full gravity. 

The princes stand around 
The king who looks profound. 

They offer bulls and sheep 
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For sacrifices in a heap. 

“Great Lord Wen in heaven. 

Come and bless your filial son! 

You made the subjects wise above all, 

The king so skilled in peace and war. 

You showered on us peace and prosperity. 
And brought happiness to the posterity. 

May you grant longevity to me, 

And all the blessings to me. 

1 honour you, my mighty father; 

1 honour you, my gifted mother.” 

An Audience 

The knights appear before Lord Cheng, 

To seek the mandates as their specimen. 
Their dragon banners gleam bright. 

With bells resounding in the light. 

Their bronze-knobbed reins all gleam, 
Sending out majestic beam. 

The king brings them to Lord Wu’s shrine 
To offer sacrifice and wine 
That he enjoys a long, long life 
And everlasting peace without strife. 

The king will have enormous bliss; 

The knights will make magnificent success. 
Enjoying favours great and manifold. 
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The nation will be as firm as a stronghold. 

The Noble Guest 

Here comes, here comes my noble guest, 

In a waggon with horses white abreast. 

How dignified, how finely dressed 
Stand his attendants in their best! 

My guest has stayed one night, two nights; 
My guest has stayed three nights, four nights. 
Take out the rope, take out the rope; 

To stop his horses is my hope. 

Prepare for him a farewell feast; 

I’ll not neglect him in the least. 

“You are a man with lofty virtue; 

It’s natural that Heaven will bless you.” 

Lord Wu 

How great is our Lord Wu! 

His deeds none can argue. 

Lord Wen, a man of virtue. 

Blazed a path brand-new. 

As heir to Lord Wen’s hall, 

Lord Wu brought about Yin’s fall, 

A feat that crowned all. 
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A Woeful Child and Other Hymns 

A Woeful Child 


Pity on me, a woeful child. 
Heir to a sovereign wild, 

All alone and mild. 

My father Lord Wu 
Was pious and true. 

He seemed to see Lord Wen, 
Who came among the men. 
Young as I am in my way, 

I’ll honour him night and day. 
Ah, ancestral king, 

I'll be your worthy offspring. 

Early Ascendancy 
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When I first ascended the throne. 

In my heart my father brightly shone. 
Ah, how magnanimous was my father, 
Whose cause is hard to carry further. 
However hard I try to follow him, 

My chance of success is slim. 

I am too young to manipulate. 

Unequal to the burdens in my state. 

I’ll learn the ways of promotion, 
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To ensure the ministers’ devotion. 

August was my father, the former king, 

May he protect me in everything. 

Prudence 

Let me be prudent, be prudent 
Because Heaven’s will is evident. 

And its charge is always present. 

Don’t say Heaven is high above. 

Minding only its own stuff; 

It cares for our hate and love. 

As I’m still young and innocent. 

My lack of wits requires me to be prudent. 

When days and months go by, 

I’ll leam where intelligence is to lie. 

Assist me when I need. 

And show me how to be virtuous in deed. 

Self-warning 

I shall remain worrisome and guard against the ills to come. 
No one can help the king, my lord; 

I have to work for my own accord. 

The bird that looks small at first sight 
May grow in size during lengthy flight. 

Unequal to the burdens of the state, 

Here I am entrapped at any rate. 
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Clearing Away the Grass 

They clear away the grass and trees; 

They plough the fields with truest ease. 
Thousands of them clear the weeds, 

Along the ridges, in the swampy fields. 
The father here, the son there; 

The brothers here, the children there; 

The strong ones here, the weak ones there; 
They eat a hearty meal on their worksite. 
Their wives so pleasant to the sight; 

The men there are so strong and bright, 
Their sharp shares glittering in the light. 
They plough the southern lands o’er there, 
And sow all kinds of seeds with care. 

The seeds soon sprout with vigour. 

With tender shoots in slender figure. 

How fast the well-nourished plant grows! 
How fast the other plants line up in rows! 
Along the plants the weeder slowly goes. 
Then come the reapers in a crowd, 

Who stack the crops in manners proud; 
Grains in millions pile up like white cloud. 
Wines sweet or dry they brew, 

For sacrifice that will ensue 
And rites that are not a few. 
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The rice that smells so sweet 
Is the nation’s greatest feat; 

The wine that brews from wheat 
Is the old men’s welcome treat. 

Not only here is it like this; 

Nor only now is it like this; 

Since ancient times it’s been our bliss. 

Good Plough-shares 

With such sharp and good plough-shares. 
They plough the southern lands o’er there 
And sow all kinds of seeds with care. 
Which sprout with vigour in the open air. 
The women come with earthenware 
In baskets round and square. 

Containing millet for their fare. 

With straw-hats on their heads, 

The farmers hoe along the seedbeds. 
Clearing weeds that grow ahead. 

When weeds decay on the surface. 

The millet thrives and grows apace. 

The sickles rustle while they reap; 

The crops are cut and piled in heap. 

The piles rise high like city wall, 

And in the endless fields they scrawl. 
About to be preserved inside the hall. 
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The brim-full bams at home do please 
The wives and children now at ease. 
And then they kill a black-muzzled bull 
With crooked horns so wonderful. 

They make the offer on the shrine 
And wish that life will never pine. 

Silken Robes 

In silken robes so clean, so white. 
They wear their caps for the rite. 

From the temple to the doors 
Are offered sacred rams and boars. 
Arrayed are cauldrons large and small 
And horns of rhino in the hall, 
Containing sweet wines best of all. 
There is neither noise nor insolence; 
They pray for long life in affluence. 

Discretion 

The royal army was so sublime. 

Well preserved in gloomy times. 

When the times had grown mature, 

The army dealt blows so hard and sure. 
We are honoured to inherit 
The cause of Lord Wu with his merit. 
We are determined to pursue 
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The cause left over by Lord Wu. 

Valiance 

All the lands enjoy quiet peace; 

Bounteous years will never cease— 

Heaven rules without caprice. 

Valiant is our king. Lord Wu; 

His men are not a few. 

But on guard throughout the land. 

The House of Zhou will firmly stand. 

And now he shines on skies above, 

A king that people really love. 

Bestowment 

Lord Wen worked hard without compare; 

It’s time for me to do my share. 

I’ll carry on the merits of Lord Wen, 
Expanding lands for Zhou again. 

We are entrusted by the House of Zhou; 

For its sake let’s always go! 

Grandeur 

Ah, mighty is the king of Zhou! 

When he looks at what lies down below, 

He sees the towering ridges long and narrow. 
Converging rivers onward flow. 
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Throughout the state he’ll go. 

To offer sacrifice to gods high and low, 
For the destiny of Zhou. 
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Hymns of Lu 


Stalwart Horses 

The stalwart horses come and go 
Upon the distant open meadow. 

Among the stalwart horses there. 

Some are piefoot, some with yellow hair. 
Some are black and some are bay, 

They draw the chariots on the way. 
Boundless beauties they are \ 

How good these horses are! 

The stalwart horses come and go 
Upon the distant open meadow. 

Among the stalwart horses there. 

Some are piebald, some with white hair. 
Some are brown and some grey. 

They pull the chariots on the way. 

Timeless beauties they are! 

How strong these horses are! 

The stalwart horses come and go 
Upon the distant open meadow. 

Among the stalwart horses there. 

Some are flecked, some with mixed hair. 
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Some are red and some are iron-grey. 

They lead the chariots on the way. 

Weariless beauties they are! 

How nimble these horses are! 

The stalwart horses come and go 
Upon the distant open meadow. 

Among the stalwart horses there, 

Some are dappled, some with ruddy hair. 

Some arc long-legged and some with eyes grey. 
They speed the chariots on the way. 

Biasless beauties they are! 

How swift these horses are! 

A Stout Team 

How stout, how stout! 

A team of browns arc staying out. 

Day and night we stay at court; 

Wc are ever diligent at court. 

We dance with egret plume. 

And downward flight assume. 

Now the drums start to play. 

We dance here in a drunken way. 

In a mood happy and gay. 
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A team of steeds are staying out. 

Day and night we stay at court; 

Again we dine and wine at court. 

We dance with egret plume. 

And upward flight assume. 

Now the drums start to play, 

We go home in a drunken way. 

In a mood happy and gay. 

How stout, how stout! 

A team of greys are staying out. 

Day and night we stay at court; 

Again we have a feast at court. 

We wish sincerely with cheer 
A bumper harvest every year. 

May our prince do good every day, 

And then pass down in every way. 

In a mood happy and gay. 

Merry Waves 

Merry are the waves in the pond of Pan, 
Where we gather cresses as we can. 

Now arrives respected Marquis Lu, 

His dragon-banners coming into view. 
His banners flutter in the wind; 

Bells tinkle on steeds well-disciplined. 
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Officials high in rank or low, 

Behind the prince they go. 

Merry are the waves in the pond of Pan, 
Where we gather pondweed as we can. 
Now arrives respected Marquis Lu, 

His team of steeds a splendid view. 

On his coach and four he comes to town. 
The prince of high renown. 

So kind is he, with a smile on his face? 
With patience, he instructs his race. 

Merry are the waves in the pond of Pan, 
Where we gather mallows as we can. 
Now arrives respected Marquis Lu, 

His banquet there a superb view. 

He drinks the excellent wine, 

That will ensure a long lifeline. 

He follows those time-honoured ways 
In subduing all the race. 

Reverent is Marquis Lu, 

Renowned for noble virtue. 

His manners stimulate our awe, 

A model fit for one and all. 

He has excelled in peace and wars. 
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A true successor to the cause. 

Faithful to the ancestors in every way. 

He seeks their blessing every day. 

Intelligent is Marquis Lu, 

Illustrious for his noble virtue. 

He builds the royal school of Pan, 

And quells the barbarous Huai clan. 

His valiant marshals offer here 
The enemy chieftain's ear. 

He questions skillfully as Gaoyao 
The captives here and now. 

His numerous marshals and knights 
Are gifted with virtue and insights. 

On the march, their valour never ceased; 
They qulled the foe in the south and east. 
Full of vigour, full of grace, 

They do not boast out of place. 

They do not argue, they do not plead; 
Here in Pan they announce their deed. 

The horn-tipped bows hang slack; 

The sheaves of arrows pile in a stack. 

The mighty chariots are retired; 

Footmen and riders are not tired. 
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When the Huai tribes are subdued. 
They are no longer fierce and rude. 

As Marquis Lu's plans are carried out. 
The tribes of Huai are put to rout. 



The owls flutter on the wing, 

And in the woods of Pan they cling. 

They eat the mulberry fruits 
And pay back with pleasant hoots. 

So do the tribes of Huai, 

Who bring their gifts thereby: 

Ivory and tortoise-shell. 

And gold from where they dwell. 

Ancestral Temples 

Ancestral temples quiet and still. 

Are built with craftsmanship and skill. 
Distinguished was our noble Jiang Yuan, 
With loftiest virtues of our clan. 

She went along the path of the mighty god. 
And never met with anything odd. 

When ten months’ time had run. 

She gave birth to Houji, her son. 

And then a hundred blessings she won. 

The millets riped early and late; 

The beans and wheat grew first-rate. 
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When he took over all the land below. 

He taught the people how to reap and sow. 

The millets grew early and late; 

The rice and black grains were first-rate. 

When Houji took over all the land. 

He carried on Yu’s feat so great and grand. 

Among Houji’s descendants in family tie. 
There was Gugong Danfu, Lord Tai. 

He moved the tribe to southern Qi, 

Hence a threat to Shang to some degree. 

Lords Wen and Wu, as time went by. 

Carried on the work left over by Lord Tai. 
Heaven’s will was carried through 
In the open fields of Mu. 

There was no intrigue, there was no doubt; 
The god was always on the lookout. 

Shang’s troops were put to rout; 

The age-long will was carried out. 

“Uncle,” said Lord Cheng to Duke of Zhou, 
“I’ll set up your son for you. 

And make him marquis in Lu. 

Open up new frontier 

And you’ll be Zhou’s trustworthy rear.” 
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To rule the country east of Zhou. 

He gave him hills and streams, 

Lands and fields to the extremes. 

The scion of Duke of Zhou, 

Zhuang’s son would now like to go 
To sacrificial rites in his domains. 

With dragon-banners on a cart of six reins. 
He does so every autumn and spring. 

Pious in sacrifice and offering. 

Heaven always shines above; 

His ancestor Houji will share the love. 

He offers tawny bulls on the shrine; 

When they accept the meat and wine. 
They send their blessings deep and benign. 
His ancestor Duke of Zhou 
Will send his blessings, too. 

The bulls used for rites in autumn days 
Were kept in pens in summer days. 

The white and tawny bulls are brought, 
With bull-shaped goblets finely wrought. 
The roasted pig and broth in sight 
Are placed in pots and pans for the rite. 
The grand dance is on the way; 

The filial sons are happy and gay. 

Marquis Lu will win glory and success. 
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And will enjoy longevity and happiness. 

The State of Lu will stay 
Prosperous in the east from day to day. 

It will remain as firm as hills; 

It will remain as smooth as rills. 

It seems as if our noble marquis will 
Enjoy longevity as a ridge or a hill. 

On the thousand chariots found in Lu 
Can be seen the tassels red and blue. 

Armed with pairs of bows and spears, 
Three thousand footmen guard the frontiers. 
With red-stringed shells on helms. 

The phalanx of soldiers overwhelms. 

The tribes of Rong and Di are repelled; 

The states of Jing and Shu are quelled; 

We have become unparalleled. 

Marquis Lu will win glory and success, 
And will enjoy longevity and richness. 

With hoary hair and bent back of old age, 
He will not lose the wisdom of a sage. 

He will win success without compare 
And enjoy long life with black hair. 

He’ll live a thousand years 
And always live in cheer. 
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Around Mount Tai that towers so high 
The State of Lu does lie. 

The hills Gui and Meng belong to Lu; 

The far-east frontier lies within view. 

Small seaside states come here to greet; 

The tribes from Huai come here to meet. 
There are none that do not obey; 

Marquis Lu achieves success in every way. 

The hills Ji and Yi belong to Lu; 

The realms of Xu lie within view. 

Small seaside states come here to greet. 
Various tribes from Huai come here to meet; 
Jing and Chu lie in the south not far away; 
There are none that do not obey. 

There are none that dare say no; 

They all obey the orders by Marquis Lu. 




Heaven blesses Marquis Lu, 

Who lives long and rules long, too. 

He makes settlement in Chang and Xu, 
And gains the domains of Duke of Zhou. 
Marquis Lu cherishes a happy life 
With aged mother and worthy wife. 

He hosts the ministers and sages 
So that the state will prosper for ages. 
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Heaven showers grace beneath; 

The grey head has cut new teeth! 

The pine-wood from Culai comes to Lu, 
And also cypress-wood from Xinfu. 

The wood is hewed and measured out; 
The logs of various sizes lie about. 

The pine beams are of mighty size; 

Here the spacious chamber lies; 

There the grand new temples rise. 

Xisi has written this new song, 

So elegant and so long. 

For the people to sing all along. 
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Hymns of Shang 

Admiration 

How admirable! How magnificent \ 
We’ve set up drums and tambourines. 
The drums resound so eloquent 
To please our former kings and queens. 
Tang’s scion has come around 
With pleasant tunes to pay salute. 

The drums and tambourines resound 
With shrill notes of the flute. 

The music sounds harmonious and fine 
To the rhythm of the sounding chime. 
Ah, renowned Tang’s scion, 

The music is so sublime. 

The sounds of bells and drums rise high; 
The grand performance is on display. 
Here my worthy guests stand by. 

All of them happy and gay. 

In days gone by, the ways of the rite 
Were already fixed by former men. 

Mild and pious day and night, 

They held the service time and again. 
May our ancestors heed the offering 
Tang’s scions prepare and bring. 
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The Former King 

Ah, glorious is our former king! 

He brings his bliss onto the race. 
Endless blessings he would bring 
That every one had shared the grace. 
We have prepared sweet clear wine 
To pray for blessings on us all. 

There’s also soup that tastes so fine 
And smells delicious in the hall. 

In the service, silence reigns; 

There's not a single word of discord. 

I wish for my long life without pains, 
A hoary head to be adored. 

With ornamented naves and yokes 
And tinkling bells, the carts arrive. 
For sacrificial rituals come the folks 
As I am blessed and bound to thrive. 
From Heaven comes the harvest year, 
A year of bumper crops of grain. 

Our ancestors are honoured here 
That endless grace we shall retain. 
May our ancestors heed the offering 
Tang’s scions prepare and bring. 
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The Swallow 

From eggs of god-sent swallow Qi sprang. 
Forefather of the House of Shang; 

On this land of Yin inhabited his gang. 

And then the God ordained the warlike Tang 
To push forward the frontiers of the land. 

He brought the chieftains under his command, 
And made himself the lord of all the land. 

The House of Shang went from king to king. 
Never negligent for anything. 

Until the far-descendant Lord Wuding. 

The far-descendant Lord Wuding 
Excelled in all respects the former king. 

Ten waggons with his dragon-flags 
Carried great store of food in bags. 

His whole domain outstretched a thousand li , 
Where people dwelled care-free 
And reached the distant sea. 

So many neighbouring states arrived 
To pay homage that the capital thrived. 

Who received all the grace? 

Shang was ordained to rule the race; 

It gained the bliss in every place. 
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Eternities 

Shang was governed by wise kings; 
Eternal blessings fell on its offsprings. 
When great deluge was running wild. 
Lord Yu tamed the waters unreconciled. 
The king of Xia extended border line 
And made his kingdom brightly shine. 

The Yousong tribe became strong; 

A son was bom to be the King of Shang. 

The valiant king Lord Qi was great; 

He ruled well when it was a minor state 
And ruled well when it was a major state. 
He followed all the established ways 
And practised them in every place. 

His grandson Xiangtu was so renowned 
That foreign states would come around. 

The kings all followed god’s command; 
Time came that Tang ruled the land. 

Tang was bom in his due time, 

So wise and prudent in his prime. 

He always cherished glorious fame; 
Toward Heaven meek and tame, 

He ruled the land in Heaven's name. 
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He followed statutes great and small. 

And became a model for all. 

With Heaven’s blessing on his side, 

He neither hurried nor defied. 

Neither submitted nor displayed his pride. 
He never issued laws with avarice, 

So he cherished all the bliss. 


He followed regulations great and small 
And became a guardian for all. 

With Heaven’s favour on his side. 

He was brave and dignified. 

Never was he shocked or was dismayed, 
Never was he frightened or afraid, 

So he cherished bliss of every shade. 




The warrior king then took command. 

With a battle-axe in his hand. 

When the fiery battle had commenced. 

Him no one dared to fight against. 

There grew the rotton root, 

Decaying with its triple shoot. 

All the regions around were subdued; 

With Wei and Kun brought to servitude, 
Kunwu was quelled and Jie of Xia the brute. 
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The House of Shang hallway along 
Became a mighty power so strong. 

Heaven had assigned Tang as king, 

With a minister to help in everything. 

Yiyin was the minister's name; 

He added grandeur to the king’s wide fame. 

The Warriors of Shang 

The warriors of Shang attacked and slew 
The disobedient tribes in Jing of Chu. 

They entered deep into their den 
And captured hosts of Jing’s footmen. 

They conquered every part of Jing; 

What a great feat by Wuding! 

The small tribes in Jing of Chu, 

In the south they dwelled and grew. 

At the time of Lord Chengtang, 

There were the tribes of Di and Qiang. 
None dared to refuse to pay tribute; 

None dared to refuse to pay salute; 

They bowed to Shang for its repute. 

Prince states obeyed the king's command 
To build cities in Yu’s reclaimed land. 
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They paid tribute to the king every year 
Lest the king should blame them here; 
To husbandry they were ready to adhere. 



When the king inspected the land, 

The people were awed by his command. 
They dared not commit any crime; 

They dared not idle away the time. 

The prince states were at his command; 
Their happiness was in his hand. 

The capital of Shang was rich and fair, 

A model for the states everywhere. 

The king’s good fame spread far and wide; 
His power was well applied. 

He lived long years in peace 
And made the scions live in ease. 
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Atop the Mount of Jing, 

The pine and cypress stand towering. 

The trees are cut and shipped from there, 
And then are hewed round or square. 

The pine beams are all of great length; 
The pillars are all of great strength. 

The hall is quiet when it is complete. 


